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VERSE 
Compiled by 
FRANKLIN P. ADAMS (F.P.A.) 


Oh, for a seat in some poetic nook, 
Just hid with trees and sparkling with a brook! 


LEIGH HUNT. 


FOREWORD 


I po not like introductions, and I do not like anthologies, 
though I suppose a good introduction is possible. But a good 
anthology is not possible. I never have seen one. This is not 
one. 

But the verses herein are verses I like. They are not all the 
verses I like, nor are they the so-and-so many favorite poems 
of mine. It will be asked why I included this, and why I ex- 
cluded that; and the first answer is because I liked it, and the 
second answer is probably that I forgot it. 

At any rate, they are all verses I like to read. I should 
like to find them in my room to read before I go to sleep. 
They may be read aloud, as the case may be. They are verses 
I like to read aloud, to somebody who likes to listen to verse 
read aloud. 

And if there are verses you think ought to be included, 
include them; if excluded, take a knife and cut them out. 
After all, it’s your book. 

FRANKLIN P, ADAMS. 





VERSE 


I LIKE IT 


TOBACCo is a dirty weed; 

I like it. 
It satisfies no normal need; 

I like it. 
It makes you thin, it makes you lean; 
It takes the hair right off your bean; 
It’s the worst darn stuff I’ve ever seen— 

I like it. 

—Penn State Froth. 


THE STUDY HOUR 


A BLUE-EYED boy was sitting 
Upon his father’s knee; 

With an open book before him 
He was studying history. 

He read of men who saved this land 
With doughty hearts and blades— 

*Twas Montgomery’s American History 
For the Elementary Grades. 

“Dear father,” said the manly lad, 
“T’ve studied long in vain, 

But somehow I can’t get the stuff 
Into my little brain.” 

The father sadly shook his head 
And brushed a tear away, 

And then unto this noble youth 
These words he then did say: 
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Chorus 


“George Washington was the Father of his Country 
Which now has become a very prominent nation; 
Abraham Lincoln was quite celebrated— 
He wrote the Emancipation Proclamation. 
Alexander Hamilton wrote the Federalist, 
A paper which was down on crooks and graft. 
This country has had twenty-seven presidents, 
And the present one is William Howard Taft.” 


Next night again our hero 
Was on his father’s knee 

With another open volume 
Studying geography. 

He read of many a sea and lake, 
Of many a hill and valley— 
*Twas The Beginner’s Geography 
Published by Rand, McNally. 
“Dear father,” said the sturdy son, 
“T’ve studied hard and long, 
But somehow I can’t learn those things 

Unless I learn them wrong.” 
The father seemed discouraged, 

But soon he did take heart, 
And then unto this eager boy 

Responded thus in part: 


Chorus 


“This land was found by Christopher Columbus; 
Bismarck is the capital of North Dakota; 
Tobacco, cotton, and rice are grown in Georgia; 
Minneapolis is the metropolis of Minnesota. 
The earth is round and turns upon its axis; 
An isthmus is a narrow neck of land; 


VERSE ” 





Vermont is bounded on the north by Canada, 
And a desert is entirely made of sand.” 
FLACcUus. 
BARON IRELAND. 


HAEC OLIM MEMINISSE IUVABIT 


Ou, back in the fall of nineteen-two, when I was a Freshman 
green, 
I planned to be one of the cultured few, with a high and 
beetling bean. 
So I took on Latin, and German IV, 
French, History V (to the Civil War) , 
Trig, Algebra I—a ghastly bore— 
—and Freshman chemistree; 
Here, then, are the facts I still retain from nineteen-two and 
-three: 
We! won the bloody Monday fight, and made the Sophs 
réetire;? 
Dear Lehigh licked the football team, by a score that was 
something dire;® 
Bill* came on from Chicago U. 
With some barroom stories—and good ones, too;® 
I got on the Glee Club, and made Psi U, and sang in the 
chapel choir. 
II 


As a sophomore, I am proud to state, I was taking the hurdles 
clear; 
I dreamed of copping the old Phi Bete by the end of my 
Junior year. 
I soaked up Logic, and Physics III, 
French Lit. (I was there with the loud owt, out) , 


1 That is, the class of 1900. 2 Weary won’t like this, but it’s true. 
3 46-0, if you must know. 4 William Le Baron. 
5 And a wonderful song, “Kansas.” 
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Psychology, Shakespeare, Verse—not free— 
—and a couple of courses more. . 
Here’s what I recall as I look back on nineteen-three and 
-four: 


Weary chairmaned the Junior prom (his girl was Harriet 
White) ;° 
I played third quarter on the football scrub, while Loup 
played center and right; 
Joe Bauderman ran a record mile, 
The baseball team was perfectly vile,” 
I made the track team after a while, and fussed® each Satur- 
day night. 
III 
By Junior year I had laid away all hopes of a Phi Bete key, 
But I toyed with the thought of a preus M.A., and a possible 
Ph.D., 
So I grabbed off Plato, and Kant, and such, 
Church History, Banking (the worldly touch!) , 
The German Bards—whom we termed the “Dutch”— 
—such French as I might contrive; 
And the following info still adheres from nineteen-four and 
-five: 


Tom Reilley’s? team smeared R.P.I. to the tune of a large 
amount; ?? 


I made the gym and the track teams both;!! they ducked 
young Blum?? in the fount; 


6 And maybe he wasn’t stuck on her! 

7 As usual. 8 Some girl, too. She married shortly after that. 

9 Major T. T. Reilley, D. S. C. 10 53-0, no less. 

11I was pretty good, too, but badly handled. I know I could have done 
the low hurdles in 26 if Mike McCann had only understood me. Stimmie 
Draper (Arthur S. Draper of the New York Herald Tribune) did the pole- 
vault that year. He was rotten. 


12 ’m not sure of the name. He was going to sue the university, but didn’t, 


VERSE 9 


The Glee Club trip was a Lakewood treat, 
The baseball team got badly beat,!8 
And I got third on the Wesleyan meet!*—but third place 
didn’t count. 
IV 
As a Senior now, I was bald and gray with the studious 
life I’d led, 
But proud of the knowledge stowed away in my small but 
well-formed head. 
I killed International (so-called) Law, 
Took Spanish and Chaucer (the latter’s raw) , 
Wound up with a thesis on Bernard Shaw 
—how much of that stuff still sticks? 
Well, here is the dope I recollect from nineteen-five and -six: 


Bill and I wrote the Senior show (his book was a mere 
detail) , 
And Loup played “Elsie, the Cannibal Queen,” and looked 
like a half-dressed whale; 
The Senior ball was a dream divine,'® 
The Senior banquet was mostly wine, 
And F. P. A. ran a piece of mine?® in the New York Eve- 
ning Mail. 
DrEEMS TAYLOR. 


BALLADE OF THE ANCIENT WHEEZE 


I wonper if, sunning in Eden’s vales, 
Fielding and Smollett still hold sway; 
And Gaffer Chaucer sets swapping tales 
With Old Sam Clemens and Rabelais? 


13 See Note 7. 

14 The track up there is so narrow that only three of us could run. 

15I took Adele Martin, a queen. She married Bill Wildman almost im- 
mediately afterward. 

16 It wasn’t very good. 
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And there I can hear, ’mid the merry play 
Of wit and laughter’s jovial din, 

One or the other guffaw and say: 

“A traveling salesman came to an inn——” 


Over the scented Elysian swales 

Pan strides piping to nymph and fay; 

But down in the depths of the woodland dales 
A whisper goes round when the menfolk stay. 
There’s mischief abroad, or my wit’s astray— 
Shepherds a-chuckle and fauns a-grin— 
Theocritus starts in the same old way: 

“A traveling salesman came to an inn——” 


This is the password of brother males, 
Linking together the grave and gay, 

Story that never grows old nor stales, 

Jest that is stranger to Time’s decay. 
Life-scarred veterans, old and gray, 
Skinny of arm and lank of shin, 

Cackle at thoughts of the old brave fray— 
“A traveling salesman came to an inn——” 


L’Envoi 


Prince, you are fashioned of mortal clay; 
Tarry a little and quaff a skin. 

I heard a good one the other day— 

“A traveling salesman came to an inn——” 


FLACCUS. 
BARON IRELAND. 


VERSE 11 





TO HELEN 
HELEN, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Nicean barks of yore 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 


On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 
And the grandeur that was Rome. 


Lo, in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand, 

Ah! Psyche, from the regions which 


Are holy land! Epcar ALLEN Poe. 


TO HIS COY LOVE 


I pray thee, leave, love me no more, 
Call home the heart you gave me! 
I but in vain that saint adore 
That can but will not save me. 
These poor half-kisses kill me quite! 
Was ever man thus served? 
Amidst an ocean of delight 
For pleasure to be starved? 


Show me no more those snowy breasts 
With azure riverets branchéd, 

Where, whilst mine eye with plenty feasts, 
Yet is my thirst not stanchéd; 
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O Tantalus, thy pains ne’er tell! 
By me thou art prevented: 

’Tis nothing to be plagued in Hell, 
But thus in Heaven tormented. 


Clip me no more in those dear arms, 
Nor thy life’s comfort call me, 

O these are but too powerful charms, 
And do but more enthral me! 

But see how patient I am grown 
In all this coil about thee: 

Come, nice thing, let my heart alone, 
I cannot live without thee! 


MICHAEL DRAYTON. 


LINES ‘TO AN INDIAN AIR 


I ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining bright: 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me—who knows how? 
To thy chamber window, Sweet! 


The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream— 
And the champak’s odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 
The nightingale’s complaint, 
It dies upon her heart;— 
As I must on thine, 
Oh! beloved as thou art! 


VERSE 13 
REE ee eee CR Sater RIEL ee EN TL ee ee 
Oh lift me from the grass! 
I die! I faint! I fail! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and white, alas! 
My heart beats loud and fast;— 
Oh! press it to thine own again, 
Where it will break at last! 


Percy ByssHE SHELLEY. 


BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER WIND 


Bow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then heigh ho, the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d not. 
Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then heigh ho, the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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SONG 


For EVER, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to Love, 

And when we meet a mutual heart 
Come in between, and bid us part? 


Bid us sing on from day to day, 

And wish and wish the soul away; 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone? 


But busy, busy, still art thou, 

To bind the loveless, joyless vow, 
The heart from pleasure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my prayer, 
And I absolve thy future care; 

All other blessings I resign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


J. THOMSON. 


HARK! HARK! THE LARK 


Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Phoebus ’gins arise, 

His steeds to water at those springs 

On chaliced flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes: 
With everything that pretty bin, 

My lady sweet, arise! 

Arise, arise! 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 


VERSE 15 


“WITH THEE CONVERSING” 
From “Paradise Lost’ 


WirTH thee conversing, I forget all time, 

All seasons, and their change; all please alike. 
Sweet is the breath of Morn, her rising sweet, 
With charm of earliest birds; pleasant the Sun, 
When first on this delightful land he spreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower 
Glistering with dew; fragrant the fertile Earth 
After soft showers; and sweet the coming-on 

Of grateful Evening mild; then silent Night, 
With this her solemn bird, and this fair Moon, 
And these the gems of Heaven, her starry train: 
But neither breath of Morn, when she ascends 
With charm of earliest birds; nor rising Sun 
On this delightful land; nor herb, fruit, flower 
Glistering with dew; nor fragrance after showers; 
Nor grateful Evening mild; nor silent Night, 
With this her solemn bird; nor walk by moon, 
Or glittering star-light, without thee is sweet. 


JouHN MILTON. 


CHEVY-CHASE 


Gop prosper long our noble king, 
Our lives and safeties all; 

A woeful hunting once there did 
In Chevy-Chase befall. 


To drive the deer with hound and horn 
Earl Percy took his way; 

The child may rue that is unborn 
The hunting of that day. 


16 
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The stout Earl of Northumberland 
A vow to God did make, 

His pleasure in the Scottish woods 
Three summer days to take; 


The chiefest harts in Chevy-Chase 
To kill and bear away. 

These tidings to Earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay; 


Who sent Earl Percy present word 
He would prevent his sport. 

The English earl, not fearing that, 
Did to the woods resort, 


With fifteen hundred bowmen bold, 
All chosen men of might, 

Who knew full well in time of need 
To aim their shafts aright. 


The gallant greyhounds swiftly ran 
To chase the fallow deer; 

On Monday they began to hunt, 
When daylight did appear; 


And long before high noon they had 
A hundred fat bucks slain; 

Then, having dined, the drovers went 
To rouse the deer again. 


The bowmen mustered on the hills, 
Well able to endure; 

And all their rear, with special care, 
That day was guarded sure. 


VERSE 17 





The hounds ran swiftly through the woods 
The nimble deer to take, 

That with their cries the hills and dale 
An echo shrill did make. 


Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the slaughtered deer; 
Quoth he, “Earl Douglas promiséd 

This day to meet me here; 


“But if I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I stay;” 

With that, a brave gentleman 
This to the earl did say:— 


“Lo, yonder doth Earl Douglas come,— 
His men in armor bright; 

Full twenty hundred Scottish spears 
All marching in our sight; 


“All men of pleasant Teviotdale, 
Fast by the river Tweed;” 

“Then cease your sports,” Earl Percy said, 
“And take your bows with speed; 


“And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance; 

For never was there champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France 


“That ever did on horseback come, 
But if mayhap it were, 

I durst encounter man for man, 
With him to break a spear.” 
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Earl Douglas on his milk-white steed, 
Most like a baron bold, 

Rode foremost of his company, 
Whose armor shone like gold. 


“Show me,” said he, “whose men you be, 
That hunt so boldly here, 

That, without my consent, do chase 
And kill my fallow deer.” 


The first man that did answer make, 
Was noble Percy, he— 

Who said, “We list not to declare, 
Nor show whose men we be: 


“Yet will we spend our dearest blood 
Thy chiefest harts to slay.” 

Then Douglas swore a solemn oath, 
And thus in rage did say:— 


“Ere thus I will out-bravéd be, 
One of us two shall die; 

I know thee well, and earl thou art,— 
Lord Percy, so am I. 


“But trust me, Percy, pity it were, 
And great offence, to kill 

Any of these our guiltless men, 
For they have done no ill. 


“Let you and I the battle try, 
And set our men aside.” 
“Accursed be he,” Earl Percy said, 
“By whom this is denied.” 
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Then stepped a gallant squire forth, 
Witherington was his name, 

Who said, “I would not have it told 
To Henry, our king, for shame, 


“That e’er my captain fought on foot, 
And I stood looking on. 

You two be earls,” said Witherington, 
“And I a squire alone; 


“T’ll do the best that do I may, 
While I have power to stand; 

While I have power to wield my sword, 
I'll fight with heart and hand.” 


Our English archers bent their bows;— 
Their hearts were good and true; 

At the first flight of arrows sent, 
Full fourscore Scots they slew. 


Yet stays Earl Douglas on the bent, 
As chieftain stout and good; 

As valiant captain, all unmoved, 
The shock he firmly stood. 


His host he parted had in three; 
As leader ward and tried; 

And soon his spearmen on their foes 
Bore down on every side. 


Throughout the English archery 
They dealt full many a wound; 

But still our valiant Englishmen 
All firmly kept their ground, 
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And throwing straight their bows away, 
They grasped their swords so bright; 

And now sharp blows, a heavy shower, 
On shields and helmets light. 


They closed full fast on every side, 
No slackness there was found; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gasping on the ground. 


In truth, it was a grief to see 
How each one chose his spear, 

And how the blood out of their breasts 
Did gush like water clear. 


At last these two stout earls did meet; 
Like captains of great might, 

Like lions wode, they laid on lode, 
And made a cruel fight. 


They fought until they both did sweat, 
With swords of tempered steel, 

Until the blood, like drops of rain, 
They trickling down did feel. 


“Yield thee, Lord Percy,’ Douglas said, 
“In faith I will thee bring 
Where thou shalt high advanced be 
By James, our Scottish king. 


“Thy ransom I will freely give. 
And this report of thee,— 

Thou art the most courageous knight 
That ever I did see.” 
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“No, Douglas,” saith Earl Percy then, 
“Thy proffer I do scorn; — 

I will not yield to any Scot 
That ever yet was born.” 


With that there came an arrow keen 
Out of an English bow, 

Which struck Earl Douglas to the heart,— 
A deep and deadly blow; 


Who never spake more words than these: 
“Fight on, my merry men all; 

For why, my life is at an end; 
Lord Percy sees my fall.” 


Then leaving life, Earl Percy took 
The dead man by the hand; 

And said, “Earl Douglas, for thy life 
Would I had lost my hand. 


“In truth, my very heart doth bleed 
With sorrow for thy sake; 

For sure a more redoubted knight 
Mischance did never take.” 


A knight amongst the Scots there was 
Who saw Earl Douglas die, 
Who straight in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the Earl Percy. 


Sir Hugh Mountgomery was he called, 
Who, with a spear full bright, 

Well-mounted on a gallant steed, 
Ran fiercely through the fight; 
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And past the English archers all, 
Without a dread or fear; 

And through Earl Percy’s body then 
He thrust his hateful spear 


With such vehement force and might 
He did his body gore, 

The staff ran through the other side 
A large cloth-yard and more. 


So thus did both these nobles die, 
Whose courage none could stain. 

An English archer then perceived 
The noble earl was slain; 


He had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made of a trusty tree; 

An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
To the hard head drew he. 


Against Sir Hugh Mountgomery 
So right the shaft he set, 

The gray goose-wing that was thereon 
In his heart’s blood was wet. 


This fight did last from break of day 
Till setting of the sun; 

For when they rung the evening bell 
The battle scarce was done. 


With stout Earl Percy there were slain 
Sir John of Egerton, 

Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James, that bold baron. 
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And with Sir George and stout Sir James, 
Both knights of good account, 

Good Sir Ralph Raby there was slain, 
Whose prowess did surmount. 


For Witherington my heart is woe 
That ever he slain should be, 

For when his legs were hewn in two, 
He knelt and fought on his knee. 


And with Earl Douglas there were slain 
Sir Hugh Mountgomery, 

Sir Charles Murray, that from the field 
One foot would never flee; 


Sir Charles Murray of Ratcliff, too,— 
His sister’s son was he; 

Sir David Lamb, so well esteemed, 
But saved he could not be. 


And the Lord Maxwell in like case 
Did with Earl Douglas die; 

Of twenty hundred Scottish spears, 
Scarce fifty-five did fly. 


Of fifteen hundred Englishmen, 
Went home but fifty-three; 

The rest in Chevy-Chase were slain, 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Next day did many widows come 
Their husbands to bewail; 

They washed their wounds in brinish tears, 
But all would not prevail. 
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Their bodies, bathed in purple blood, 

_ They bore with them away; 

They kissed them dead a thousand times, 
Ere they were clad in clay. 


The news was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland’s king did reign, 

That brave Earl Douglas suddenly 
Was with an arrow slain: 


“O heavy news,” King James did say; 
“Scotland can witness be 

I have not any captain more 
Of such account as he.” 


Like tidings to King Henry came 
Within as short a space, 

That Percy of Northumberland 
Was slain in Chevy-Chase: 


“Now God be with him,” said our king, 
“Since ’twill no better be; 
I trust I have within my realm 
Five hundred as good as he. 


“Yet shall not Scots or Scotland say 
But I will vengeance take; 

I'll be revengéd on them all 
For brave Earl Percy’s sake.” 


This vow full well the king performed 
After at Humbledown; 
In one day fifty knights were slain 
With lords of high renown; 
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And of the rest, of small account, 
Did many hundreds die; 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy-Chase, 
Made by the Earl Percy. 


God save the king, and bless this land, 
With plenty, joy, and peace; 
And grant, henceforth, that foul debate 
*Twixt noblemen may cease. 
UNKNOWN. 


LULLABY 


Ir, my dear, you seek to slumber, 
Count of stars an endless number; 

If you still continue wakeful, 

Count the drops that make a lakeful; 
Then, if vigilance yet above you 
Hover, count the times I love you; 
And if slumber still repel you, 

Count the times I do not tell you. 


FRANKLIN P, ADAMS. 


IN AN AGE OF FOPS AND TOYS 


In an age of fops and toys, 
Wanting wisdom, void of right, 
Who shall nerve heroic boys 
To hazard all in Freedom’s fight,— 
Break sharply off their jolly games, 
Forsake their comrades gay 
And quit proud homes and youthful dames 
For famine, toil and fray? 
Yet on the nimble air benign 
Speed nimbler messages, 
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That waft the breath of grace divine 
To hearts in sloth and ease. 

So nigh is grandeur to our dust 
So near is God to man, 

When Duty whispers low, Thou must, 
The youth replies, J can. 


RALPH WALDO EMERSON. 


AN UNTIMELY THOUGHT 


I WONDER what day of the week, 

I wonder what month of the year— 
Will it be midnight, or morning, 
And who will bend over my bier? 


—What a hideous fancy to come 

As I wait at the foot of the stair, 

While she gives the last touch to her robe 
Or sets the white rose in her hair. 


As the carriage rolls down the dark street 
The little wife laughs and makes cheer— 
But ... I wonder what day of the week, 

I wonder what month of the year. 


THoMAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 


“WHEN I WAS ONE-AND-TWENTY” 


WHEN I was one-and-twenty 
I heard a wise man say, 

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas, 
But not your heart away; 

Give pearls away and rubies, 
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But keep your fancy free.” 
But I was one-and-twenty, 
No use to talk to me. 


When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard him say again, 
“The heart out of the bosom 
Was: never given in vain; 
"Tis paid with sighs a plenty 

And sold for endless rue.” 
And I am two-and-twenty, 
And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true. 


ALFRED EDWARD HOUSMAN. 


TO ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN CITY PENT 


To one who has been long in city pent, 

"Tis very sweet to look into the fair 

And open face of heaven,—to breathe a prayer 
Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 


Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content, 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 

Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 

And gentle tale of love and languishment? 


Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of Philomel,—an eye 
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career, 


He mourns that day so soon has glided by: 
E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear 
That falls through the clear ether silently. 
J. Keats. 
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A VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS 


"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the 
house 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 

In hopes that Sr. NicHoLas soon would be there; 

The children were nestled all snug in their beds; 

While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads; 

And mamma in her ’kerchief, and I in my cap, 

Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap, 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter. 

Away to the window I flew like a flash, 

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 

Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below, 

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 

But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 

I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name; 

“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 

On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen! 

To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall! 

Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!” 

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky, 

So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 

With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too. 

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof 

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 

As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
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Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot, 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 

And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 
His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples, how merry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! 

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow; 
The stump of a pipe was held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath; 
He had a broad face and a little round belly, 

That shook when he laughed, like a bowlful of jelly. 
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 

And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself; 

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head 

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread; 

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk; 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose; 

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 
‘Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night.” 


CLEMENT CLARKE Moore. 


PAST AND PRESENT 


I REMEMBER, I remember 

The house where I was born, 
The little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn; 
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He never came a wink too soon 


Nor brought too long a day; 
But now I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away. 


I remember, I remember 

The roses, red and white, 

The violets and the lily-cups— 
Those flowers made of light! 
The lilacs where the robin built, 
And where my brother set 

The laburnum on his birth-day,— 
The tree is living yet! 


I remember, I remember 

Where I was used to swing, 

And thought the air must rush as fresh 
To swallows on the wing; 

My spirit flew in feathers then 

That is so heavy now, 

And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow. 


I remember, I remember 
The fir trees dark and high; 
I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky: 
It was a childish ignorance, 
But now ’tis little joy 
To know I’m farther off from Heaven 
Than when I was a boy. 
T. Hoop. 
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MADRIGAL 


My Love in her attire doth show her wit, 
It doth so well become her; 
For every season she hath blessings fit, 
For Winter, Spring, and Summer. 
No beauty she doth miss 
When all her robes are on: 
But Beauty’s self she is 
When all her robes are gone. 


UNKNOWN. 


A WOMAN’S LAST WORD 
I 


LeET’s contend no more, Love, 
Strive nor weep: 

All be as before, Love, 
—Only sleep! 


II 


What so wild as words are? 
I and thou . 

In debate, as birds are, 
Hawk on bough! 


III 


See the creature stalking 
While we speak! 

Hush and hide the talking, 
Cheek on cheek. 
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IV 


What so false as truth is, 
False to thee? 

Where the serpent’s tooth is, 
Shun the tree— 


Vv 


‘Where the apple reddens, 
Never pry— 

Lest we lose our Edens, 
Eve and I. 


VI 


Be a god, and hold me 
With a charm! 

Be a man, and fold me 
With thine arm! 


VII 


Teach me, only teach, Love! 
As I ought 

I will speak thy speech, Love, 
Think thy thought— 


VIII 


Meet, if thou require it, 
Both demands, 

Laying flesh and spirit 
In thy hands. 
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IX 


That shall be to-morrow, 
Not to-night: 

I must bury sorrow 
Out of sight: 


x 


—Must a little weep, Love, 
(Foolish me!) 
And so fall asleep, Love, 
Loved by thee. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 


TO SLEEP 


A FLOCK of sheep that leisurely pass by 

One after one; the sound of rain, and bees 
Murmuring; the fall of rivers, winds and seas, 
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky; 


I’ve thought of all by turns, and yet do lie 
Sleepless; and soon the small birds’ melodies 
Must hear, first utter’d from the orchard trees, 
And the first cuckoo’s melancholy cry. 


Even thus last night, and two nights more I lay, 
And could not win thee, Sleep! by any stealth: 
So do not let me wear to-night away: 


Without Thee what is all the morning’s wealth? 
Come, blessed barrier between day and day, 
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health! 


WILLIAM WorbDSworRTH. 
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LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY 
I 


Tuer Fountains mingle with the River 
And the Rivers with the Ocean, 
The winds of Heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion; 
Nothing in the world is single, 
All things by a law divine 
In one spirit meet and mingle. 
Why not I with thine?— 


Il 


See the mountains kiss high Heaven 
And the waves clasp one another; 
No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother, 
And the sunlight clasps the earth 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea: 
What is all this sweet work worth 
If thou kiss not me? 
Prercy ByssHE SHELLEY. 


WHERE BE YOU GOING, YOU DEVON MAID? 


WHERE be you going, you Devon maid? 
And what have ye there in the basket? 

Ye tight little fairy, just fresh from the dairy, 
Will ye give me some cream if I ask it? 


I love your hills and I love your dales, 
And I love your flocks a-bleating; 

But oh, on the heather to lie together, 
With both our hearts a-beating! 
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I'll put your basket all safe in a nook; 
Your shawl I'll hang on a willow; 
And we will sigh in the daisy’s eye, 
And kiss on a grass-green pillow. 
JouN KEats, 


THE RAINBOW 


My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky: 
So was it when my life began; 
So is it now I am a man; 
So be it when I shall grow old, 
Or let me die! 
The Child is father to the Man; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 
WILLIAM WorDswoRTH. 


UPON JULIA’S CLOTHES 


WHEN as in silks my Julia goes, 
Then, then, methinks, how sweetly flows 
The liquefaction of her clothes! 


Next, when I cast mine eyes and see 
That brave vibration each way free, 
—O how that glittering taketh me! 
ROBERT HERRICK. 


DELIGHT IN DISORDER 


A swEEeT disorder in the dress 
Kindles in clothes a wantonness: 
A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction: 
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An erring lace, which here and there 
Enthrals the crimson stomacher: 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbands to flow confusedly: 

A winning wave, deserving note, 

In the tempestuous petticoat: 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 

I see a wild civility: 

Do more bewitch me than when art 
Is too precise in every part. 


ROBERT HERRICK. 


TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH OF TIME 


GATHER ye rosebuds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying; 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. 


The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 
The higher he’s a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 
The nearer he’s to setting. 


That age is best which is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer; 

But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 


Then be not coy, but use your time, 
And while ye may, go marry: 
For having lost but once your prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 
ROBERT HERRICK. 
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TIGER, TIGER 


TicEr, tiger, burning bright 

In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 


In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 

On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand dare seize the fire? 


And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And, when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand and what dread feet? 


What the hammer? What the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terror clasp? 


When the stars threw down their spears, 
And water’d heaven with their tears, 

Did He smile His work to see? 

Did He who made the lamb make thee? 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright 

In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 


WILLIAM BLAKE. 
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LOVE’S SECRET 


NEVER seek to tell thy love, 
Love that never told can be; 

For the gentle wind doth move 
Silently, invisibly. 


I told my love, I told my love, 
I told her all my heart, 
Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears. 
Ah! she did depart! 


Soon after she was gone from me, 
A traveller came by, 
Silently, invisibly: 
He took her with a sigh. 
WILLIAM BLAKE. 


SONG 


ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose; 

For in your beauty’s orient deep 

These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 


Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day; 

For in pure love heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 


Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingale when May is past; 
For in your sweet dividing throat 

She winters and keeps warm her note. 
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Ask me no more where those stars ‘light 
That downwards fall in dead of night; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixéd become as in their sphere. 


Ask me no more if east or west 
The Phoenix builds her spicy nest; 
For unto you at last she flies, 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 


‘THOMAS CAREW. 


THE PARTING 


SINCE there’s no help, come let us kiss and part— 

Nay, I have done, you get no more of me; 

And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart, 

That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 

And when we meet at any time again, 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 

That we one jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of Love’s latest breath, 

When, his pulse failing, Passion speechless lies, 

With Faith is kneeling by his bed of Death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes. 
—Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
From death to life thou might’st him yet recover. 

MICHAEL DRAYTON. 


ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN’S HOMER 


Mucu have I travell’d in the realms of gold, 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 
Round many western islands have I been 

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 
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Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-brow’d Homer rules as his demesne; 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken; 
Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific—and all his men 
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 
Joun KEats. 


THOMAS THE RHYMER 


Trure Thomas lay on Huntlie bank; 
A ferlie+ he spied wi’ his e’e; 
And there he saw a ladye bright 
Come riding down by the Eildon Tree. 


Her skirt was o’ the grass-green silk, 
Her mantle o’ the velvet fyne; 

At ilka tett? o’ her horse’s mane, 
Hung fifty siller bells and nine. 


True Thomas he pu’d aff his cap, 
And louted low down on his knee; 
“Hail to thee, Mary, Queen of Heaven! 
For thy peer on earth could never be.” 


“O no, O no, Thomas,” she said, 
“That name does not belang to me; 
I’m but the Queen o’ fair Elfland, 


That am hither come to visit thee. 
1 marvel. 
2 tassel. 
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“Harp and carp,’ Thomas,” she said; 
“Harp and carp along wi’ me; 
And if ye dare to kiss my lips, 
Sure of your bodie I will bee.” 


“Betide me weal, betide me woe, 

That weird shall never daunten me.” 
Syne he has kissed her rosy lips, 

All underneath the Eildon Tree. 


“Now ye maun go wi’ me,” she said, 
“e sy) 
True Thomas, ye maun go wi’ me; 
And ye maun serve me seven years, 
Thro’ weal or woe as may chance to be.” 


She’s mounted on her milk-white steed, 
She’s ta’en true Thomas up behind; 
And aye, whene’er her bridle rang, 
The steed gaed swifter than the wind. 


O they rade on, and farther on, 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind; 
Until they reach’d a desert wide, 

And living land was left behind. 


“Light down, light down now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee; 

Abide ye there a little space, 
And I will show you ferlies three. 


“O, see ye not yon narrow road, 
So thick beset wi’ thorns and briers? 
That is the Path of Righteousness, 
Though after it but few inquires. 
3 play and recite, as a minstrel. 
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“And see ye not yon braid, braid road, 
That lies across the lily leven?* 

That is the Path of Wickedness, 
Though some call it the Road to Heaven. 


“And see ye not yon bonny road 

That winds about the fernie brae? 
That is the Road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 


“But, Thomas, ye sall haud your tongue, 
Whatever ye may hear or see; 

For speak ye word in Elflyn-land, 
Ye’ll ne’er win back to your ain countrie.” 


O they rade on, and farther on, 
And they waded rivers abune the knee; 
And they saw neither sun nor moon, 
But they heard the roaring of the sea. 


It was mirk, mirk night, there was nae starlight, 
They waded thro’ red blude to the knee; 

For a’ the blude that’s shed on the earth 
Rins through the springs o’ that countrie. 


Syne they came to a garden green, 
And she pu’d an apple frae a tree: 
“Take this for thy wages, true Thomas; 
It will give thee the tongue that can never lee.” 


“My tongue is my ain,” true Thomas he said; 
“A gudely gift he wad gie to me! 

I neither dought® to buy or sell 
At fair or tryst where I might be. 


4 lawn. 
5 could. 
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“I dought neither speak to prince or peer, 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye!’’— 

“Now haud thy peace, Thomas,” she said, 
“For as I say, so must it be.” 


He has gotten a coate of the even cloth, 
And a pair o’ shoon of the velvet green: 

And till seven years were gane and past 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 


ANONYMOUS. 


HELEN OF KIRCONNELL 


I wisu I were where Helen lies, 

Night and day on me she cries; 

O that I were where Helen lies, 
On fair Kirconnell lea! 


Curst be the heart that thought the thought, 
And curst the hand that fired the shot, 
When in my arms burd Helen dropt, 

And died to succour me! 


O think na ye my heart was sair, 
When my Love dropp’d and spak nae mair! 
There did she swoon wi’ meikle care, 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 


As I went down the water side, 

None but my foe to be my guide, 

None but my foe to be my guide, 
On fair Kirconnell lea; 
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I lighted down my sword to draw, 
I hackéd him in pieces sma’, 
I hackéd him in pieces sma’, 

For her sake that died for me. 


O Helen fair, beyond compare! 

Pll mak a garland o’ thy hair, 

Shall bind my heart for evermair, 
Until the day I die! 


O that I were where Helen lies! 

Night and day on me she cries: 

Out of my bed she bids me rise, 
Says, ““Haste, and come to me!” 


O Helen fair! O Helen chaste! 

If I were with thee, I’d be blest, 

Where thou lies low and taks thy rest, 
On fair Kirconnell lea. 


I wish my grave were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn owre my e’en, 
And I in Helen’s arms lying, 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 


I wish I were where Helen lies! 

Night and day on me she cries; 

And I am weary of the skies, 
For her sake that died for me. 


ANONYMOUS. 
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MOTHER, I CANNOT MIND MY WHEEL 


Mortuer, I cannot mind my wheel; 
My fingers ache, my lips are dry: 
O, if you felt the pain I feel! 
But O, who ever felt as I? 


No longer could I doubt him true— 
All other men may use deceit; 
He always said my eyes were blue, 
And often swore my lips were sweet. 


WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 


LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI 


“O wHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
Alone and palely loitering? 
The sedge is wither’d from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 


“O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
So haggard and so woe-begone? 
The squirrel’s granary is full, 
And the harvest’s done. 


“T see a lily on thy brow 
With anguish moist and fever dew; 
And on thy cheek a fading rose 
Fast withereth too. 


“T met a lady in the meads, 
Full beautiful—a faéry’s child, 
Her hair long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 
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“I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She look’d at me as she did love, 
And made sweet moan. 


“I set her on my pacing steed 
And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sideways would she lean, and sing 
A faéry’s song. 


“She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild and manna dew, 
And sure in language strange she said, 

‘I love thee true.’ 


“She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she wept and sigh’d full sore; 
And there I shut her wild, wild eyes 
With kisses four. 


“And there she lulléd me asleep, 
And there I dream’d—Ah! woe betide! 
The latest dream I ever dream’d 
On the cold hill’s side. 


“T saw pale kings and princes too, 
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
Who cried—‘La belle Dame sans Merci 
Hath thee in thrall!’ 


“I saw their starved lips in the gloam 
With horrid warning gapéd wide, 
And I awoke and found me here 
On the cold hill’s side. 
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“And this is why I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 
Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake, 
And no birds sing.’ 
Joun Keats. 


THE LOVER’S RESOLUTION 


SHALL I, wasting in despair, 

Die because a woman’s fair? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 

*Cause another’s rosy are? 

Be she fairer than the day, 

Or the flow’ry meads in May, 
If she think not well of me, 
What care I how fair she be? 


Shall my silly heart be pined 
*Cause I see a woman kind? 
Or a well disposed nature 
Joined with a lovely feature? 
Be she meeker, kinder, than 
Turtle-dove or pelican, 

If she be not so to me, 

What care I how kind she be? 


Shall a woman’s virtue move 

Me to perish for her love? 

Or her well-deservings known 

Make me quite forget my own? 

Be she with that goodness blest 

Which may merit name of Best, 
If she be not such to me, 
What care I how good she be? 
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’Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and die? 
She that bears a noble mind, 
If not outward helps she find, 
Thinks what with them he would do 
That without them dares her woo; 
And unless that mind I see, 
What care I how great she be? 


Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 
I will ne’er the more despair; 
If she love me, this believe, 
I will die ere she shall grieve; 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I can scorn and let her go; 
For if she be not for me, 
What care I for whom she be? 


GEORGE WITHER. 


WHEN, DEAREST, I BUT THINK OF THEE 


WHEN, dearest, I but think of thee, 
Methinks all things that lovely be 
Are present, and my soul delighted: 
For beauties that from worth arise 
Are like the grace of deities, 
Still present with us, tho’ unsighted. 


Thus while I sit and sigh the day 
With all his borrow’d lights away, 
Till night’s black wings do overtake me, 
Thinking of thee, thy beauties then, 
As sudden lights do sleepy men, 
So they by their bright rays awake me. 
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Thus absence dies, and dying proves 
No absence can subsist with loves 
That do partake of fair perfection: 
Since in the darkest night they may 
By love’s quick motion find a way 
To see each other by reflection. 


The waving sea can with each flood 
Bathe some high promont that hath stood 
Far from the main up in the river: 
O think not then but love can do 
As much! for that’s an ocean too, 
Which flows not every day, but ever! 
Sir JOHN SUCKLING. 


DAFFODILS 


I WANDER’D lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 


Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way, 

They stretch’d in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay; 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 


The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
‘What wealth the show to me had brought: 
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For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon the inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills 
And dances with the daffodils. 
WILLIAM WorDSWORTH. 


JENNY KISS’D ME 


Jenny kiss’d me when we met, 

Jumping from the chair she sat in; 
Time, you thief, who love to get 

Sweets into your list, put that in! 
Say I’m weary, say I’m sad, 
Say that health and wealth have miss’d me, 
Say I’m growing old, but add, 

Jenny kiss’d me. 
LeIGH Hunt. 


THE SONG OF SONGS 
CHAPTER I 


1 The song of songs, which is Solomon’s. 

2 Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth: for thy 
love is better than wine. 

3 Because of the savour of thy good ointments thy name 
is as ointment poured forth, therefore do the virgins love 
thee. 

4 Draw me, we will run after thee: the king hath brought 
me into his chambers: we will be glad and rejoice in thee, we 
will remember thy love more than wine: the upright love 
thee. 

5 I am black, but comely, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 
as the tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon. 
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6 Look not upon me, because I am black, because the sun 
hath looked upon me: my mother’s children were angry with 
me; they made me the keeper of the vineyards; but mine 
own vineyard have I not kept. 

47 Tell me, O thou whom my soul loveth, where thou feed- 
est, where thou makest thy flock to rest at noon: for why 
should I be as one that turneth aside by the flocks of thy com- 
panions? 

8 If thou know not, O thou fairest among women, go thy 
way forth by the footsteps of the flock, and feed thy kids 
beside the shepherds’ tents. 

9g I have compared thee, O my love, to a company of 
horses in Pharaoh’s chariots. 

10 Thy cheeks are comely with rows of jewels, thy neck 
with chains of gold. 

11 We will make the borders of gold with studs of silver. 

12 While the king sitteth at his table, my spikenard send- 
eth forth the smell thereof. 

13 A bundle of myrrh is my well-beloved unto me; he 
shall lie all night betwixt my breasts. 

14 My beloved is unto me as a cluster of camphire in the 
vineyards of En-gedi. 

15 Behold, thou art fair, my loved; behold, thou art fair; 
thou hast doves’ eyes. 

16 Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleasant: also 
our bed is green. 

17 The beams of our house are cedar, and our rafters of 
fir. 


CHAPTER II 


1 I am the rose of Sharon, and the lily of the valleys. 

2 As the lily among thorns, so is my love among the 
daughters. 

3 As the apple tree among the trees of the wood, so ts my 
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beloved among the sons. I sat down under his shadow with 
great delight, and his fruit was sweet to my taste. 

4 He brought me to the banqueting house, and his banner 
over me was love. 

5 Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples: for I 
am sick of love. 

6 His left hand zs under my head, and his right hand doth 
embrace me. 

” I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, 
and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not up, nor awake 
my love, till he please. 

8 The voice of my beloved! behold, he cometh leaping 
upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills. 

g My beloved is like a roe or a young hart: behold, he 
standeth behind our wall, he looketh forth at the windows, 
shewing himself through the lattice. 

10 My beloved spake, and said unto me, Rise up, my love, 
my fair one, and come away. 

11 For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone; 

12 The flowers appear on the earth; the time of the sing- 
ing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in 
our land; 

13 The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the vines 
with the tender grape give a good smell. Arise, my love, my 
fair one, and come away. 

14 O my dove, thou art in the clefts of the rock, in the 
secret places of the stairs, let me see thy countenance, let 
me hear thy voice; for sweet 7s thy voice, and thy countenance 
is comely. 

15 Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines: 
for our vines have tender grapes. 

16 My beloved is mine, and I am his: he feedeth among 
the lilies. 

17 Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, 
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my beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart upon 
the mountains of Bether. 


CHAPTER III 


1 By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul loveth: 
I sought him, but I found him not. 

2 I will rise now, and go about the city in the streets, and 
in the broad ways I will seek him whom my soul loveth: 
I sought him, but I found him not. 

3 The watchmen that go about the city found me: to 
whom I said, Saw ye him whom my soul loveth? 

4. It was but a little that I passed from them, but I found 
him whom my soul loveth: I held him, and would not let 
him go, until I had brought him into my mother’s house, 
and into the chamber of her that conceived me. 

5 I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, 
and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not up, nor awake 
my love, till he please. 

6 Who is this that cometh out of the wilderness like pillars 
of smoke, perfumed with myrrh and frankincense, with all 
powders of the merchant? 

7 Behold his bed, which is Solomon’s; threescore valiant 
men are about it, of the valiant of Israel. 

8 They all hold swords, being expert in war: every man 
hath his sword upon his thigh because of fear in the night. 

g King Solomon made himself a chariot of the wood of 
Lebanon. 

10 He made the pillars thereof of silver, the bottom 
thereof of gold, the covering of it of purple, the midst thereof 
being paved with love, for the daughters of Jerusalem. 

11 Go forth, O ye daughters of Zion, and behold king 
Solomon with the crown wherewith his mother crowned him 
in the day of his espousals, and in the day of the gladness 
of his heart. 
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CHAPTER IV 


1 Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair; 
thou hast doves’ eyes within thy locks: thy hair is as a flock 
of goats, that appear from mount Gilead. 

2 Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even shorn, 
which came up from the washing; whereof every one bear 
twins, and none is barren among them. 

3 Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet, and thy speech ts 
comely; thy temples are like a piece of a pomegranate within 
thy locks. 

4 Thy neck is like the tower of David builded for an 
armoury, whereon they hang a thousand bucklers, all shields 
of mighty men. 

5 Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twins, 
which feed among the lilies. 

6 Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, I will 
get me to the mountain of myrrh, and to the hill of frank- 
incense. 

7 Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in thee. 

8 Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, with me from 
Lebanon: look from the top of Amana, from the top of 
Shenir and Hermon, from the lions’ dens, from the moun- 
tains of the leopards. 

g Thou hast ravished my heart, my sister, my spouse; 
thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes, with 
one chain of thy neck. 

10 How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse! how much 
better is thy love than wine! and the smell of thine ointments 
than all spices! 

11 Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb: honey 
and milk are under thy tongue; and the smell of thy gar- 
ments is like the smell of Lebanon. 

12 A garden inclosed is my sister, my spouse; a spring 
shut up, a fountain sealed. 
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13 Thy plants are an orchard of pomegranates, with pleas- 
ant fruits; camphire, with spikenard, 

14 Spikenard and saffron; calamus and cinnamon, with 
all trees of frankincense; myrrh and aloes, with all the 
chief spices: 

15 A fountain of gardens, a well of living waters, and 
streams from Lebanon. 

16 Awake, O north wind; and come, thou south; blow 
upon my garden, that the spices thereof may flow out. Let 
my beloved come into his garden, and eat his pleasant fruits. 


CHAPTER V 


1 I am come into my garden, my sister, my spouse: I have 
gathered my myrrh with my spice; I have eaten my honey- 
comb with my honey; I have drunk my wine with my milk: 
eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved. 

2 I sleep, but my heart waketh: it is the voice of my 
beloved that knocketh, saying, Open to me, my sister, my 
love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head is filled with dew, 
and my locks with the drops of the night. 

3 I have put off my coat; how shall I put it on? I have 
washed my feet; how shall I defile them? 

4 My beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door, 
and my bowels were moved for him. 

5 I rose up to open to my beloved: and my hands dropped 
with myrrh, and my fingers with sweet smelling myrrh, upon 
the handles of the lock. 

6 I opened to my beloved; but my beloved had withdrawn 
himself, and was gone: my soul failed when he spake: I 
sought him, but I could not find him; I called him, but he 
gave me no answer. 

+ The watchmen that went about the city found me, they — 
smote me, they wounded me; the keepers of the walls took 
away my veil from me. 
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8 I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my 
beloved, that ye tell him, that I am sick of love. 

g What is thy beloved more than another beloved, O thou 
fairest among women? what is thy beloved more than an- 
other beloved, that thou dost so charge us? 

10 My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefest among 
ten thousand. 

11 His head is as the most fine gold, his locks are bushy, 
and black as a raven. ~ 

12 His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers of water, 
washed with milk, and fitly set. 

13 His cheeks are as a bed of spices, as sweet flowers: his 
lips like lilies, dropping sweet smelling myrrh. 

14 His hands are as gold rings set with the beryl: his 
belly is as bright ivory overlaid with sapphires. 

15 His legs are as pillars of marble, set upon sockets of 
fine gold: his countenance is as Lebanon, excellent as the 
cedars. 

16 His mouth 7s most sweet: yea, he is altogether lovely. 
This is my beloved, and this is my friend, O daughters of 
Jerusalem. 


CHAPTER VI 


1 Whither is thy beloved gone, O thou fairest among 
women? whither is thy beloved turned aside? that we may 
seek him with thee. 

2 My beloved is gone down into his garden, to the beds 
of spices, to feed in the gardens, and to gather lilies. 

3 I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine: he feedeth 
among the lilies. . 

4 Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirzah, comely as 
Jerusalem, terrible as an army with banners. 

5 Turn away thine eyes from me, for they have overcome 
me: thy hair is as a flock of goats that appear from Gilead. 
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6 Thy teeth are as a flock of sheep which go up from the 
washing, whereof every one beareth twins, and there is not 
one barren among them. 

7 As a piece of a pomegranate are thy temples within thy 
locks. 

8 There are threescore queens, and fourscore concubines, 
and virgins without number. 

9 My dove, my undefiled is but one: she is the only one 
of her mother, she is the choice one of her that bare her. 
The daughters saw her, and blessed her; yea, the queens 
and the concubines, and they praised her. 

10 Who is she that looketh forth as the morning, fair as 
the moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with 
banners? 

11 I went down into the garden of nuts to see the fruits 
of the valley, and to see whether the vine flourished, and 
the pomegranates budded. 

12 Or ever I was aware, my soul made me like the chariots 
of Am-mi-nadib. 

13 Return, return, O Shulamite; return, return, that we 
may look upon thee. What will ye see in the Shulamite? As 
it were the company of two armies. 


CHAPTER VII 


1 How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s daugh- 
ter! the joints of thy thighs are like jewels, the work of the 
hands of a cunning workman. 

2 Thy navel is like a round goblet, which wanteth not 
liquor; thy belly is like an heap of wheat set about with 
lilies. 

3 Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twins. 

4 Thy neck is as a tower of ivory; thine eyes like the fish- 
pools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bathrabbim: thy nose is as 
the tower of Lebanon which looketh toward Damascus. 
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5 Thine head upon thee is like Carmel, and the hair of 
thine head like purple; the king is held in the galleries. 

6 How fair and how pleasant art thou, O love, for delights! 

4 This thy stature is like to a palm tree, and thy breasts 
to clusters of grapes. : 

8 I said, I will go up to the palm tree, I will take hold of 
the boughs thereof: now also thy breasts shall be as clusters 
of the vine, and the smell of thy nose like apples; 

g And the roof of thy mouth like the best wine for my 
beloved, that goeth down sweetly, causing the lips of those 
that are asleep to speak. 

10 I am my beloved’s, and his desire zs toward me. 

11 Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field; let 
us lodge in the villages. 

12 Let us get up early to the vineyards; let us see if the 
vine flourish, whether the tender grape appear, and the 
pomegranates bud forth: there will I give thee my loves. 

13 The mandrakes give a smell, and at our gates are all 
manner of pleasant fruits, new and old, which I have laid 
up for thee, O my beloved. 


CHAPTER VIII 


1 O that thou wert as my brother, that sucked the breasts 
of my mother! when I should find thee without, I would 
kiss thee; yea, I should not be despised. 

2 I would lead thee, and bring thee into my mother’s 
house, who would instruct me: I would cause thee to drink 
‘of spiced wine of the juice of my pomegranate. 

3 His left hand should be under my head, and his right 
hand should embrace me. 

4 I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, that ye stir 
not up, nor awake my love, until he please. 

5 Who is this that cometh up from the wilderness, lean- 
ing upon her beloved? I raised thee up under the apple tree: 
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there thy mother brought thee forth: there she brought 
thee forth that bare thee. 

6 Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon thine 
arm: for love is strong as death; jealousy is cruel as the grave: 
the coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath a most vehement 
flame. 

7 Many waters cannot quench love, neither can the floods 
drown it: if a man would give all the substance of his house 
for love, it would utterly be contemned. 

8 We have a little sister, and she hath no breasts: what 
shall we do for our sister in the day when she shall be 
spoken for? 

g If she be a wall, we will build upon her a palace of 
silver: and if she be a door, we will inclose her with boards 
of cedar. 

10 I am a wall, and my breasts like towers: then was I 
in his eyes as one that found favour. 

11 Solomon had a vineyard at Baal-hamon; he let out 
the vineyard unto keepers; every one for the fruit thereof 
was to bring a thousand pieces of silver. 

12 My vineyard, which is mine, 7s before me: thou, O 
Solomon, must have a thousand, and those that keep the fruit 
thereof two hundred. 

13 Thou that dwellest in the gardens, the companions 
hearken to thy voice: cause me to hear zt. 

14 Make haste, my beloved, and be thou like to a roe or 
to a young hart upon the mountains of spices. 


A STOLEN KISS 


Now gentle sleep hath closéd up those eyes 

Which, waking, kept my boldest thoughts in awe; 
And free access unto that sweet lip lies, 

From which I long the rosy breath to draw. 


60 


THE WEEK END COMPANION 


Methinks no wrong it were, if I should steal 
From those two melting rubies one poor kiss; 
None sees the theft that would the theft reveal, 
Nor rob I her of aught that she can miss; 

Nay, should I twenty kisses take away, 

There would be little sign I would do so; 

Why then should I this robbery delay? 

O, she may wake, and therewith angry grow! 
Well if she-do, I’ll back restore that one, 

And twenty hundred thousand more for loan. 


GEORGE WITHER. 


“SIGH NO MORE, LADIES” 


SIGH no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore; 
To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 


Sing no more ditties, sing no moe 
Of dumps so dull and heavy; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
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INCLUSIONS 


On, wilt thou have my hand, Dear, to lie along in thine? 

As a little stone in a running stream, it seems to lie and pine. 

Now drop the poor pale hand, Dear, unfit to plight with 
thine. 


Oh, wilt thou have my cheek, Dear, drawn closer to thine 
own? 

My cheek is white, my cheek is worn, by many a tear run 
down. 

Now leave a little space, Dear, lest it should wet thine own. 


Oh, must thou have my soul, Dear, commingled with thy 
soule— 

Red grows the cheek, and warm the hand; the part is in the 
whole; 

Nor hands nor cheeks keep separate, when soul is joined to 
soul. ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. 


“NEVER THE TIME AND THE PLACE” 


NEVER the time and the place 
And the loved one all together! 
This path—how soft to pace! 
This May—what magic weather! 
Where is the loved one’s face? 
In a dream that loved one’s face meets mine, 
But the house is narrow, the place is bleak 
Where, outside, rain and wind combine 
With a furtive ear, if I strive to speak, 
With a hostile eye at my flushing cheek, 
With a malice that marks each word, each sign! 
O, enemy, sly and serpentine, 
Uncoil thee from the waking man! 
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Do I hold the Past 
Thus firm and fast 
Yet doubt if the Future hold I can? 
This path so soft to pace shall lead 
Through the magic of May to herself indeed! 
Or narrow if needs the house must be, 
Outside are the storms and strangers; we— 
Oh, close, safe, warm sleep I and she, 
—I and she! ROBERT BROWNING. 


GOOD NIGHT 
I 
Goop nicuT! ah! no; the hour is ill 
Which severs those it should unite; 
Let us remain together still, 
Then it will be good night. 
ul 
How can I call the lone night good, 
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight? 
Be it not said, thought, understood— 
Then it will be—good night. 
Il 
To hearts which near each other move 
From evening close to morning light, 
The night is good; because, my love, 
They never say good night. 
Percy ByssHE SHELLEY. 


“TAKE, O, TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY” 


TAKE, O, take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn! 
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But my kisses bring again, 
Bring again; 

Seals of love, but seal’d in vain, 
Seal’d in vain! 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 


THE LAST RIDE TOGETHER 
I 


I sarp—Then, dearest, since ’tis so, 

Since now at length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all, my life seemed meant for, fails, 
Since this was written and needs must be— 

My whole heart rises up to bless 

Your name in pride and thankfulness! 

Take back the hope you gave,—I claim 

Only a memory of the same, 

—And this beside, if you will not blame, 
Your leave for one more last ride with me. 


II 


My mistress bent that brow of hers; 
Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through, 
Fixed me a breathing-while or two 

With life or death in the balance: right! 
The blood replenished me again; 
My last thought was at least not vain: 
I and my mistress, side by side, 
Shall be together, breathe and ride, 
So, one day more am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night? 
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Il 

Hush! if you saw some western cloud 

All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed 

By many benedictions—sun’s 

And moon’s and evening-star’s sat once— 
And so, you, looking and loving best, 

Conscious grew, your passion drew 

Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too, 

Down on you, near and yet more near, 

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here! 

Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear 
Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 


IV 

Then we began to ride. My soul 
Smoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 
Past hopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive with a life awry? 
Had I said that, had I done this, 
So might I gain, so might I miss. 
Might she have loved me? Just as well 
She might have hated, who can tell! 
Where had I been now if the worst befell? 

And here we are riding, she and I. 


Vv 
Fail I alone, in words and deeds? 
Why, all men strive and who succeeds? 
We rode; it seemed my spirit flew, 
Saw other regions, cities new, 
As the world rushed by on either side. 
I thought,—All labor, yet no less 
Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 
Look at the end of work, contrast 
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The petty done, the undone vast, 
This present of theirs with the hopeful past! 
I hoped she would love me: here we ride. 


VI 
What hand and brain went ever paired? 
What heart alike conceived and dared? 
What act proved all its thought had been? 
What will but felt the fleshy screen? 

We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
There’s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman’s life in each! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 
A soldier’s doing! what atones? 
They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 

My riding is better, by their leave. 


VII 
What does it all mean, poet? Well, 
Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only; you expressed 
You hold things beautiful the best, 

And pace them in rhyme s0, side by side. 
"Tis something, nay ’tis much: but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men? 
Are you—poor, sick, old ere your time— 
Nearer one whit your own sublime 
Than we who have never turned a rhyme? 

Sing, riding’s a joy! For me, I ride. 


Vin 
And you, great sculptor—so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave, 
And that’s your Venus, whence we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the burn! 
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You acquiesce, and shall I repine? 
What, man of music, you grown gray 
With notes and nothing else to say, 

Is this your sole praise from a friend, 
“Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 
But in music we know how fashions end!” 

I gave my youth; but we ride, in fine. 


IX 


Who knows what’s fit for us? Had fate 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being—had I signed the bond— 
Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried. 
This foot once planted on the goal, 
This glory-garland round my soul, 
Could I descry such? Try and test! 
I sink back shuddering from the quest. 
Earth being so good, would heaven seem best? 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 


x 


And yet—she has not spoke so long! 

What if heaven be that, fair and strong 

At life’s best, with our eyes upturned 

Whither life’s flower is first discerned, 
We, fixed so, ever should so abide? 

What if we still ride on, we two, 

With life forever old yet new, 

Changed not in kind but in degree, 

The instant make eternity,— 

And heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, forever ride? 

ROBERT BROWNING. 
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SONNETS FROM MODERN LOVE 
I 


By this he knew she wept with waking eyes: 

That, at his hand’s light quiver by her head, 

The strange low sobs that shook their common bed 
Were called into her with a sharp surprise, 

And strangled mute, like little gaping snakes, 
Dreadfully venomous to him. She lay 

Stone-still, and the long darkness flowed away 
With muffled pulses. Then as midnight makes 
Her giant heart of Memory and Tears 

Drink the pale drug of silence, and so beat 

Sleep’s heavy measure, they from head to feet 
Were moveless, looking through their dead black years, 
By vain regret scrawled over the blank wall. 

Like sculptured effigies they might be seen 

Upon their marriage-tomb, the sword between; 
Each wishing for the sword that severs all. 


II 


It ended, and the morrow brought the task. 
Her eyes were guilty gates, that let him in 

By shutting, all too zealous for their sin: 

Each sucked a secret, and each wore a mask. 
But, oh, the bitter taste her beauty had! 

He sickened as at breath of poison-flowers: 

A languid humor stole among the hours, 

And if their smiles encountered, he went mad, 
And raged deep inward, till the light was brown 
Before his vision, and, the world forgot, 
Looked wicked as some old dull murder-spot. 
A star with lurid beams, she seemed to crown 
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The pit of infamy: and then again 

He fainted on his vengefulness, and strove 

To ape the magnanimity of love, 

And smote himself, a shuddering heap of pain. 


III 


This was the woman; what now of the man? 

But pass him. If he comes beneath a heel 

He shall be crushed until he cannot feel, 

Or, being callous, haply till he can. 

But he is nothing:—nothing? Only mark 

The rich light striking out from her on him! 
Ha! what a sense it is when her eyes swim 

Across the man she singles, leaving dark 

All else! Lord God, Who mad’st the thing so fair, 
See that I am drawn to her, even now! 

It cannot be such harm on her cool brow 

To plant a kiss? Yet if I meet him there! 

But she is mine! Ah, no! I know too well 

I claim a star whose light is overcast: 

I claim a phantom-woman in the Past. 

The hour has struck, though I heard not the bell! 


GEORGE MEREDITH. 


THE REVEILLE 


Hark! I hear the tramp of thousands, 
And of arméd men the hum; 
Lo! A nation’s hosts have gathered 
Round the quick alarming drum,— 
Saying, “Come, 
Freemen, come! 
Ere your heritage be wasted,” said the quick alarming drum. 
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“Let me of my heart take counsel: 
War is not of life the sum; 
Who shall stay and reap the harvest 
When the autumn days shall come?” 
But the drum 
Echoed, “Come! 
Death shall reap the braver harvest,” said the solemn-sound- 
ing drum. 


“But when won the coming battle, 
What of profit springs therefrom? 
What if conquest, subjugation, 
Even greater ills become?” 
But the drum 
Answered, ‘Come! 
You must do the sum to prove it,” said the Yankee-answer- 
ing drum. 


“What if, ’mid the cannons’ thunder, 
Whistling shot and bursting bomb, 
When my brothers fall around me, 
Should my heart grow cold and numb?” 
But the drum 
Answered, “‘Come! 
Better there in death united, than in life a recreant.—Come!”’ 


Thus they answered,—hoping, fearing, 
Some in faith, and doubting, some, 
Till a trumpet-voice proclaiming, 
Said, ‘‘My chosen people, come!” 
Then the drum 
Lo! was dumb, 
For the great heart of the nation, throbbing, answered, 
“Lord, we come!” 
BRET HARTE. 
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THE WALLOPING WINDOW-BLIND 


A CAPITAL ship for an ocean trip 
Was the “Walloping Window-blind’— 
No gale that blew dismayed her crew 
Or troubled the captain’s mind. 
The man at the wheel was taught to feel 
Contempt for the wildest blow, 
And it often appeared, when the weather had cleared, 
That he’d been in his bunk below. 


The boatswain’s mate was very sedate, 
Yet fond of amusement, too; 
And he played hop-scotch with the starboard watch, 
While the captain tickled the crew. 
And the gunner we had was apparently mad, 
For he sat on the after rail, 
And fired salutes with the captain’s boots, 
In the teeth of the booming gale. 


The captain sat in a commodore’s hat 
And dined in a royal way 

On toasted pigs and pickles and figs 
And gummery bread each day. 

But the cook was Dutch and behaved as such: 
For the food that he gave the crew 

Was a number of tons of hot-cross buns 
Chopped up with sugar and glue. 


And we all felt ill as mariners will 
On a diet that’s cheap and rude; 

And we shivered and shook as we dipped the cook 
In a tub of his gluesome food. 

Then nautical pride we laid aside, 
And we cast the vessel ashore 

On the Gulliby Isles, where the Poohpooh smiles, 
And the Anagazanders roar. 
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Composed of sand was that favored land, 
And trimmed with cinnamon straws; 

And pink and blue was the pleasing hue 
Of the Tickletoeteaser’s claws. 

And we sat on the edge of a sandy ledge 
And shot at the whistling bee; 

And the Binnacle-bats wore water-proof hats 
As they danced in the sounding sea. 


On rubagub bark, from dawn to dark, 
We fed, till we all had grown 
Uncommonly shrunk—when a Chinese junk 
Came by from the torriby zone. 
She was stubby and square, but we didn’t much care, 
And we cheerily put to sea; 
And we left the crew of the junk to chew 
The bark of the rubagub tree. 


CHARLES E. CARRYL. 


ODE TO TOBACCO 


Tuou who, when fears attack, 

Bid’st them avaunt, and Black 

Care, at the horseman’s back 
Perching, unseatest; 

Sweet when the morn is gray; 

Sweet, when they’ve cleared away 

Lunch; and at close of day 
Possibly sweetest: 


I have a liking old 
For thee, though manifold 
Stories, I know, are told, 


We 
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Not to thy credit; 
How one (or two at most) 
Drops make a cat a ghost— 
Useless, except to roast— 

Doctors have said it: 


How they who use fusees 

All grow by slow degrees 

Brainless as chimpanzees, 

Meagre as lizards; 

Go mad, and beat their wives; 

Plunge (after shocking lives) 

Razors and carving-knives 
Into their gizzards. 


Confound such knavish tricks! 
Yet know I five or six 
Smokers who freely mix 
Still with their neighbors; 

Jones—who, I’m glad to say, 
Asked leave of Mrs. J.— 
Daily absorbs a clay 

After his labors. 


Cats may have had their goose 
Cooked by tobacco-juice; 
Still why deny its use 
Thoughtfully taken? 
We're not as tabbies are: 
Smith, take a fresh cigar! 
Jones, the tobacco-jar! 
Here’s to thee, Bacon! 


CHARLES STUART CALVERLEY. 
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LINES ON HEARING THE ORGAN 


GRINDER, who serenely grindest 

At my door the Hundredth Psalm, 
Till thou ultimately findest 

Pence in thine unwashen palm: 


Grinder, jocund-hearted Grinder, 
Near whom Barbary’s nimble son, 

Poised with skill upon his hinder 
Paws, accepts the proffered bun: 


Dearly do I love thy grinding: 
Joy to meet thee on the road 

Where thou prowlest through the blinding 
Dust with that stupendous load 


’Neath the baleful star of Sirius, 
When the postmen slowlier jog, 

And the ox becomes delirious 
And the muzzle decks the dog. 


Tell me by what art thou bindest 
On thy feet those ancient shoon: 

Tell me, Grinder, if thou grindest 
Always, always out of tune. 


Tell me if, as thou art buckling 
On thy straps with eager claws, 

Thou forecastest, inly chuckling, 
All the rage that thou wilt cause. 


Tell me if at all thou mindest 
When folks flee, as if on wings, 

From thee as at ease thou grindest; 
Tell me fifty thousand things. 
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Grinder, gentle-hearted Grinder! 
Rufhans who led evil lives, 

Soothed by thy sweet strains are kinder 
To their bullocks and their wives. 


Children, when they see thy supple 
Form approach, are out like shots; 

Half a bar sets several couple 
Waltzing in convenient spots; 


Not with clumsy Jacks or Georges: 
Unprofaned by grasp of man 
Maidens speed those simple orgies, 
Betsey Jane with Betsey Ann. 


As they love thee in St. Giles’s 
Thou art loved in Grosvenor Square: 
None of those engaging smiles is 
Unreciprocated there. 


Often, ere thou yet hast hammered 
Through thy four delicious airs, 

Coins are flung thee by enamoured 
Housemaids upon area stairs: 


F’en the ambrosial-whiskered flunkey 
Eyes thy boots and thine unkempt 
Beard and melancholy monkey 
More in pity than contempt. 


Far from England, in the sunny 
South, where Anio leaps in foam, 

Thou wast reared, till lack of money 
Drew thee from thy vine-clad home: 
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And thy mate, the sinewy Jocko, 
From Brazil or Afric came, 

Land of simoon and sirocco— 
And he seems extremely tame. 


There he quaffed the undefiléd 
Spring, or hung with ape-like glee, 
By his teeth or tail or eyelid, 
To the slippery mango tree: 


There he wooed and won a dusky 
Bride, of instincts like his own; 

Talked of love till he was husky 
In a tongue to us unknown: 


Side by side ’twas theirs to ravage 
The potato ground, or cut 

Down the unsuspecting savage 
With the well aimed cocoanut:— 


Till the miscreant Stranger tore him 
Screaming from his blue-faced fair; 

And they flung strange raiment o’er him— 
Raiment that he could not bear. 


Severed from the pure embraces 
Of his children and his spouse, 

He must ride fantastic races 
Mounted on reluctant sows: 


But the heart of wistful Jocko 
Still was with his ancient flame 

In the nut-groves of Morocco; 
Or if not it’s all the same. 
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Grinder, winsome grinsome Grinder! 
They who see thee and whose soul 

Melts not at thy charms, are blinder 
Than a trebly bandaged mole: 


They to whom thy curt (yet clever) 
Talk, thy music and thine ape, 
Seem not to be joys forever, 
Are but brutes in human shape, 


"Tis not that thy mien is stately, 
*Tis not that thy tones are soft; 
*Tis not that I care so greatly 
For the same thing played so oft: 


But I’ve heard mankind abuse thee; 
And perhaps it’s rather strange, 
But I thought that I would choose thee 
For encomium as a change. 
CHARLES STUART CALVERLEY. 


DA LEETLA BOY 
DA SPREENG ees com’; but oh, da joy 
Eet ees too late. 
He was so cold, my leetla boy, 
He no could wait. 


I no can count how manny week, 
How manny day, dat he ees seeck; 
How manny night I seet an’ hold 

Da leetle hand dat was so cold. 

He was so patience; oh, so sweet! 

Eet hurts my throat for theenk of eet; 
An’ all he evra ask ees w’en 

Ees gona com’ da spreeng agen. 
Wan day, wan brighta sunny day, 
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He see, across da alleyway, 

Da leetla girl dat’s livin’ dere 

Ees raise her window for da air, 

An’ put outside a leetla pot 

Of—w’at you-call?—forgat-me-not. 

So smalla flower, so leetla theeng! 

But steell eet mak’ hees heart a seeng: 
“Oh, now, at_ las’, ees com’ da spreeng! 
Da leetla plant ees glad for know 

Da sun ees com’ for mak’ eet grow. 

So, too, I am grow warm and strong.” 
So lika dat he seeng hees song. 

But, ah! da night com’ down an’ den 
Da weenter ees sneak back agen, 

An’ een da alley all da night 

Ees fall da snow, so cold, so white, 

An’ cover up da leetla pot 
Of—w’at-you-call?—forgat-me-not. 

All night da leetla hand I hold 

Ees grow so cold, so cold, so cold! 


Da spreeng ees com’; but, oh, da joy 
Eet ees too late! 

He was so cold, my leetla boy; 
He no could wait. 


Tuomas AUGUSTINE DALY. 


THE FAMOUS BALLAD OF THE JUBILEE CUP 


You may lift me up in your arms, lad, and turn my face to 
the sun, 

For a last look back at the dear old track where the Jubilee 
cup was won; 
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And draw your chair to my side, lad—no, thank ye, I feel 
no pain— 

For I’m going out with the tide, lad; but I’ll tell you the 
tale again. 


I’m seventy-nine or nearly, and my head it has long turned 
gray, 

But it all comes back as clearly as though it was yesterday— 

The dust, and the bookies shouting around the clerk of the 
scales, ; 

And the clerk of the course, and the nobs in force, and ’Is 
"Ighness the Pr**ce of W* les. 


’Twas a nine-hole thresh to wind’ard (but none of us cared 
for that) , 

With a straight run home to the service tee, and a finish 
along the flat. 

“Stiffe’ Ah, well you may say it! Spot barred, and at five 
stone ten! 

But at two and a bisque I’d ha’ run the risk; for I was a 
greenhorn then. 


So we stripped to the B. Race signal, the old red swallow- 
tail— 

‘There was young Ben Bolt and the Portland Colt, and Aston 
Villa, and Yale; 

And W. G., and Steinitz, Leander and The Saint, 

And the G*rm*n Emp*r*r’s Meteor, a-looking as fresh as 
paint; 


John Roberts (scratch) , and Safety Match, The Lascar, and 
Lorna Doone, 

Oom Paul (a bye) , and Romany Rye, and me upon Wooden 
Spoon; 
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And some of us cut for partners, and some of us strung for 
baulk, 

And some of us tossed for stations—But there, what use to 
talk? 


Three-quarter-back on the Kingsclere crack was station 
enough for me, 

With a fresh jackyarder blowing and the Vicarage goal a-lee! 

And I leaned and patted her centre-bit and eased the quid in 
her cheek, 

With a “Soh my lass!” and a “Woa you brute!’’—for she 
could do all but speak. 


She was geared a thought too high perhaps; she was trained 
a trifle fine; 

But she had the grand reach forward! I never saw such a line! 

Smooth-bored, clean run, from her fiddle head with its dainty 
ear half-cock, 

Hard-bit, pur sang, from her overhang to the heel of her off 
hind sock. 


Sir Robert he walked beside me as I worked her down to the 
mark; 

“There’s money on this, my lad,” said he, ‘and most of ’em’s 
running dark; 

But ease the sheet if you’re bunkered, and pack the scrum- 
mages tight, 

And use your slide at the distance, and we'll drink to your 
health to-night!” 


But I bent and tightened my stretcher. Said I to myself, 
said I— 

“John Jones, this here is the Jubilee Cup, and you have to 
do or die.” 
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And the words weren’t hardly spoken when the umpire 
shouted “Play!” 

And we all kicked off from the Gasworks End with a 
“Yoicks!”’ and a “Gone Away!” 


And at first I thought of nothing, as the clay flew by in 
lumps, 

But stuck to the old Ruy Lopez, and wondered who'd call 
for trumps, 

And luffed her close to the cushion, and watched each one 
as it broke, 

And in triple file up the Rowley Mile we went like a trail 
of smoke. 


The Lascar made the running but he didn’t amount to 
much, 

For old Oom Paul was quick on the ball, and headed it 

~ back to touch; 

And the whole first flight led off with the right as The Saint 
took up the pace, 

And drove it clean to the putting green and trumped it there 
with an ace. 


John Roberts had given a miss in baulk, but Villa cleared 
with a punt; 

And keeping her service hard and low the Meteor forged 
to the front; 

With Romany Rye to windward at dormy and two to play, 

And Yale close up—but a Jubilee Cup isn’t run for every day. 


We laid our course for the Warner—I tell you the pace was 
hot! 

And again off Tattenham Corner a blanket covered the lot. 

Check side! Check side! now steer her wide! and barely an 
inch of room, 

With The Lascar’s tail over our lee rail and brushing Lean- 
der’s boom. 
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We were running as strong as ever—eight knots—but it 
couldn’t last; 

For the spray and the bails were flying, the whole field tailing 
fast; 

And the Portland Colt had shot his bolt, and Yale was 
bumped at the Doves, 

And The Lascar resigned to Steinitz, stalemated in fifteen 
moves. 


It was bellows to mend with Roberts—starred three for a 
penalty kick; 

But he chalked his cue and gave ’em the butt, and Oom Paul 
marked the trick— 

“Offside—No Ball—and at fourteen all! Mark Cock! and two 
for his nob!” 

When W. G. ran clean through his lee and beat him twice 
with a lob. 


He yorked him twice on a crumbling pitch and wiped his 
eye with a brace, 

But his guy-rope split with the strain of it and he dropped 
back out of the race; 

And I drew a bead on the Meteor’s lead, and challenging 
none too soon, 

Bent over and patted her garboard strake, and called upon 
Wooden Spoon. 


She was all of a shiver forward, the spoondrift thick on her 
flanks, 

But I’d brought her an easy gambit, and nursed her over the 
banks; 

She answered her helm—the darling! and woke up now with 
a rush, 

While the Meteor’s jock, he sat like a rock—he knew we rode 
for his brush! 
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There was no one else left in it. The Saint was using his 
whip, 

And Safety Match, with a lofting catch, was pocketed deep 
at slip; 

And young Ben Bolt with his niblick took miss at Leander’s 
lunge, 

But topped the net with the ricochet, and Steinitz threw up 
the sponge. 


But none of the lot could stop the rot—nay, don’t ask me to 
stop! 

The Villa had called for lemons, Oom Paul had taken his 
drop, 

And both were kicking the referee. Poor fellow! he done his 
best; 

But, being in doubt, he’d ruled them out—which he always 
did when pressed. 


So, inch by inch, I tightened the winch, and chucked the 
sandbags out— 

I heard the nursery cannons pop, I heard the bookies shout: 

“The Meteor wins!” “No, Wooden Spoon!” “Check!” ‘“Van- 
tage!” “Leg Before!” 

“Last Lap!” “Pass Nap!” At his saddle- cial I put up the 
helm and wore. 


You may overlap at the saddle-flap, and yet be loo’d on the 
tape: 

And it all depends upon changing ends, how a seven-year- 
old will shape; 

It was tack and tack to the Lepe and back—a fair ding-dong 
to the Ridge, 

And he led by his forward canvas yet as we shot ’neath 
Hammersmith Bridge. 
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He led by his forward canvas—he led from his strongest 
suit— 

But along we went on a roaring scent, and at Fawley I gained 
a foot. 

He fisted off with his jigger, and gave me his wash—too late! 

Deuce—Vantage—Check! By neck and neck we rounded into 
the straight. 


I could hear the “Conquering ’Ero”’ a-crashing on Godfrey’s 
band, 

And my hopes fell sudden to zero, just there, with the race 
in hand— 

In sight of the Turf’s Blue Ribbon, in sight of the umpire’s 
tape, 

As I felt the tack of her spinnaker c-rack! as I heard the 
steam escape! 


Had I lost at that awful juncture my presence of mind?... 
but no! 

I leaned and felt for the puncture, and plugged it there with 
my toe... 

Hand over hand by the Members’ Stand I lifted and eased 
her up, 

Shot—clean and fair—to the crossbar there, and landed the 
Jubilee Cup! 


“The odd by a head, and leg before,” so the Judge he gave 
the word: 

And the umpire shouted “Over!” but I neither spoke nor 
stirred. 

They crowded round: for there on the ground I lay in a 
dead-cold swoon, 

Pitched neck and crop on the turf atop of my beautiful 
Wooden Spoon. 
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Her dewlap tire was punctured, her bearings all red hot; 

She’d a lolling tongue, and her bowsprit sprung, and her 
running gear in a knot; 

And amid the sobs of her backers, Sir Robert loosened her 
girth 

And led her away to the knacker’s. She had raced her last on 
earth! 


But I mind me well of the tear that fell from the eye of our 
noble Pr*nce, 

And the things he said as he tucked me in bed—and I’ve lain 
there ever since; 

Tho’ it all gets mixed up queerly that happened before my 
spill,— 

But I draw my thousand yearly: it'll pay for the doctor’s 
bill. 


I’m going out with the tide, lad—you’ll dig me a numble 
grave, 

And whiles you will bring your bride, lad, and your sons, if 
sons you have, 

And there when the dews are weeping, and the echoes mur- 
mur “Peace!” 

And the salt, salt tide comes creeping and covers the pop- 
ping-crease; 


In the hour when the ducks deposit their eggs with a boasted 
force, 

They'll look and whisper “How was it?” and you'll take 
them over the course, 

And your voice will break as you try to speak of the glorious 
first of June, 

When the Jubilee Cup, with John Jones up, was won upon 
Wooden Spoon. ARTHUR T. QUILLER-Coucn. 


SONGS 
Compiled by 
DEEMS TAYLOR 


A careless song, with a little nonsense in it 
now and then, does not misbecome a monarch. 


HorACE WALPOLE. 


FOREWORD 


SomME of these songs are chosen because of their tunes; some 
because of their words. They are all, I think, interesting for 
one reason or the other, and are simple enough to be readily 
picked up by the average inexpert song lover. I have tried, so 
far as possible, to avoid taking up space by including certain 
old favorites that any American may reasonably be expected 
to know. Certain patriotic airs that might be looked for in 
any collection such as this have also been left out, simply 
because this is a book of diversion; and the guests at a house 
party or smoker or picnic will probably be thinking of more 
frivolous matters than ‘“The Star-Spangled Banner.” 

Any of these songs can be sung unaccompanied, of course. 
In most instances, however, I have indicated as simply as 
possible the fundamental harmony appropriate to each tune. 
From these indications the average pianist should be able 
to evolve a satisfactory accompaniment. 

DrEEMs TAYLOR. 


= 


ge 
routes 





FOLKSONGS 


MARIANNA 


In Waltz time Alsatian Folksong 





y pret -ty Mar-i -an-na, now whith-er dost: fare? 


(GIRLS) 





||: Pray, pretty Marianna, and what do you there? : | | 
“Tl seek to marry the richest and the best of them!” 
No, na, nee, la deree deree! 


: Na, pretty Marianna, for you he won’t care. : | | 
“Then shall I mourn him, unmindful of the rest of them!” 


||: Stay, pretty Marianna, I'll sing you an air. : | | 
“Keep your sad songs, sir, for true love makes a jest of them!” 
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THE SABOT-MAKER 
Very lively Breton Folksong 
(Solo) (Chorus) (Solo) 
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LJ 
heark-encom-rades yamgandold, Tra, la de ray-no! A 
Chorus 


A maker of sabots, they say, 
Tra, la, de-ray-no! 

Composed this merry roundelay. 
Tra, la, de-ra, la, la, 
Tra, la, de-ray-no! 


“He’s hungry, and he waits for me, 
Tra, la,—etc. 
But neither road nor path I see!” 


“Good mother, pass on yonder side; 
His noisy saw will be your guide.” 


He’s busy, whistling shrill and high, 
His cap all gaily cocked awry. 


“Now tell me, quickly, what’s our fare? 
I vow, I’m hungry as a bear!” 


“You won't dine well to-night, I fear; 
A crust of bread is all that’s here!” 


“No matter, we can pick and choose 
When I have sold my wooden shoes! 


“My dear, next Sunday we shall dine 
On bacon crisp, and good red wine!” 
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DORS, MON GAS! 
Slowly Breton Folksong 





Slum - ber close to your moth -er, Lit--tle one, lul- ia =< byet 


Softly mother is singing, 
Now, my little one, sleep; 
Sorrow never shall touch you, 
Mother is here to weep! 
Swiftly the storm is rising, 
Rending my heart with fear; 
Slumber safely, my darling, 
Nothing shall harm you here. 


Softly mother is sighing, 
Sadly watching you sleep. 
Some day you will forsake her, 
Sailing the cruel deep; 
Out on the ocean faring, 
Into the shoreless west. 
Sleep, while yet I may hold you, 
Slumber on mother’s breast. 


Irish Air from Derry 
ap - ple 
twist - ed 


ten - der 
off the 


the 


were 


and 
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THE TENDER APPLE BLOSSOM 
floats 


God 
som That 


Would 





Wistfully 
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falls fron 





faint with - in your silk - en 


and 


lie 


To 





-en bos 


in your silk 


With 





lit = tle burn - ish'd 





wilt 


lawn 


of 


sup end shade your robe 


While 


cold, 





=— gdld.o= 


Ss —spn 


lam — and your hair’ 


Your robe of 


Yea, would to God I were among the roses 


That lean to kiss you as you flow between, 
While on the lowest branch a bud uncloses, 


A bud uncloses to touch you, Queen. 
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A happy daisy in the garden path 
That so your silver foot might press me, going, 


going even unto death! 


ht press me, 


Mig 


VOLGA BOAT SONG 


Slowly and heavily 


Russian Folksong 





he: 


Wind it 


lurch; 


ave and 


— with — 


Pull the rope 
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pull once 


lads, 


Pull once more, 


nyen! 





gore 


Pull once 


Eh, ugh nyem! 
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EN PASSANT PAR LA LORRAINE 
Vigorously French Folksong 


(Solo) 





cap -" "ns Oh, Oh, Oh, — In ny wooden- en shoes!=—<_ 


||: There I met three jolly captains, 
In my wooden shoes. : | | 
They but glanced upon me smugly, 
And declared that I was ugly, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


||: They remarked that I was ugly 
In my wooden shoes. : | | 
You may laugh, and call me homely, 
But I’ve been considered comely, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


| |: Yes, I’ve been considered comely 
In my wooden shoes. : | | 
Though you think I look so badly, 
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There’s a prince who loves me madly, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


: There’s a prince who loves me madly, 


In my wooden shoes. : | } 
He has no dislike of peasants, 
And he gives me costly presents, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


: Yes, he gives me costly presents, 


In my wooden shoes. : | | 

He’s devoted to me, and he 

Gives me rich bouquets, and candy, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


: Gives me rich bouquets, and candy, 


In my wooden shoes. : | | 
And the flowers will determine 
Whether I’m to wear the ermine, 
Oh, Oh, Oh, 
In my wooden shoes! 


: Whether I’m to wear the ermine, 


In my wooden shoes. : | | 
All depends upon the flowers; 
If they die, I lose my powers, 

Oh, Oh, Oh, 

In my wooden shoes! 
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LA MARCHE DES ROIS 


Folksong of Provence 


Rhythmically 





I met the proud array Of three great kings up-on the 


Just at day— 





met the proud ar- ray or 


I 


day— 





high - road rid - ing.Just at 


three great kings up-on the great high-way 


In ranks a-breast— The 





‘d The yeo 


great throng pass 





Near me rolled 


A chariot all of gold 
That bore three monarchs bowed in adoration. 


Near me rolled 


A chariot all of gold, 
Its glorious banners to the breezes flung 


. 


, 


I heard sweet lyres 


And mystic choirs 
That sang the praise of the Lord of all creation. 
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Such anthems never on the earth were sung. 
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Spellbound there 
To see a sight so fair, 
I watched the mighty throng that by me glided. 
Spellbound there 
To see a sight so fair, 
I followed after as the train defiled. 
There gleamed afar 
A wondrous star, 
By whose bright lustre the Eastern kings were guided. 
There gleamed afar 
A wondrous star, 
To lead them onward to the holy Child. 


Let us sing 
To celebrate the King 
Whom John the Baptist hath ordained to save us. 
Let us sing 
To celebrate the King 
Who rules creation by his holy law. 
His pow’r divine 
Made water wine, 
And other wonders and miracles he gave us. 
His pow’r divine 
Made water wine, 
So let us worship him in love and awe! 
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THE FIRE-SHIP 
Gaily, moderately fast English Sailor’s Ballad 













As I strolledout one eve - ning, out for a night's ca+ 





when she seed my bunt-ing fly, he im - med-iate- ly hove to,—— 
(Chorus) 


a = 
3 EE SEPA ESTEE A ICTR EN Hoa eos 
1 SEO RENE 5 a = io 
ST a 2 6. s — oe ee ae oe 
W Bobet © Rumer © eee SE Ee ESSE | 
e y 


de - cent girl, But one of the rak - ish kind. 


Oh, sir, you must excuse me for being out so late; 

For if my parents knew it, then sad would be my fate! 

My father he’s a minister, a true and honest man; 

My mother she’s a Methodist, and I do the best I can! 
She had a dark—etc. 


I took her to a tavern and treated her to wine, 
For little did I think she belonged to the rakish kind. 
I handled her and dandled her, and found, to my surprise, 
She was nothing but a fire-ship rigged up in a disguise. 
She had a dark—etc. 
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MY JOHNNY 
Blithely English Folksong 
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soilhis hands And sail upon the stormy sea, My J ohnny was a shoe-ma~-ker. , 





His jacket was a deep sky-blue, 
And curly was his hair. 
His jacket was a deep sky-blue, 
It was, I do declare! 
To reef the topsail now he’s gone, 
And sail across the stormy sea; 
My Johnny was a shoemaker! 


And he’ll be a captain, by and by, 
With a brave and gallant crew. 
And he’ll be a captain by and by, 
With a sword and a spyglass, too. 
And when he is a captain bold, 
He’s coming back to marry me; 
My Johnny was a shoemaker! 
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MOTHER VOLGA 


Broadly Russian Folksong 
(Solo) (Chorus) 








ga! And-her fields of gold -en grain,Her fields of gold-en grain! 


Far and lonely lies the river, 
Where, behold! a boat is drifting. 


Tall and slender stands her master 
At the helm in robe of crimson. 


Now he speaks unto his comrades, 
“Let us hasten to behold her.” 


“Ivan’s daughter, fairest Helen, 
She, the princess of the Volga.” 
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Russian Folksong 





loo-lee loo-lee, Bright the flow-er'd mea -dows where I love to roam! 


Father made me swallow such a bitter pill! 

Made me marry Yashka, quite against my will. 
Aye, loo-lee, loo-lee, loo-lee, 

Made me marry Yashka, quite against my will! 


Yashka’s dull and lazy, and he’s very small; 
Yashka really hasn’t any brains at all! 


Yashka has been stupid since he was a child; 
He’s so very jealous that he makes me wild! 


When I go to Kashira on Market-day, 
Yashka, too, shall travel with me all the way. 


For a piece of fur I'll trade my little man; 
I shall get a pretzel, also, if I can. 


Then so gaily homeward I shall hie me soon; 
On my little fiddle I shall play a tune. 


I shall sing and dance upon the earthen floor, 
Thinking of my Yashka, gone for evermore! 
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CRAMBAMBULEE 
Noisily Old German Drinking Song 





cher - ish! The drink that warms 





tam - bu - lea Cram - bim, bam, bam - bu-lee, Cram- bam = boo - lee! 


’*Tis drink that smiles on saint and sinner, 
The fondest friend of young or old; 

So what care we for lunch or dinner, 
So long as we the corkscrew hold? 

So draw the cork, and pour for me 

A glass of old Crambambulee, 

Crambim-bam-bambulee, 
Crambam-boo-lee! 


My head is hot, my feet are freezing; 
From aches and pains I’m never free. 

My eyes are red, I can’t stop sneezing; 
I hear the angels calling me! 


SONGS 103 
ne < 
But I should pay a doctor’s fee! 
Just slip me some Crambambulee! 
Crambim-bam-bambulee, 
Crambam-boo-lee! 


Had I a cloak with ermine border, 
And if the king should make me knight, 
And bid me join a noble order, 
I'd quickly shout with all my might: 
I'll take the thirty-third degree— 
The order of Crambambulee! 
Crambim-bam-bambulee, 
Crambam-boo-lee! 


GOOD NIGHT 
Not too slowly Czecho-Slovak Folksong 





Sleep, dear one, sleep, fair one, 
All this night. 

God hold you, God keep you 
In his might. 

Now, good night, peace to thee. 

May slumber bring visions 
All of me. 
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THE WRAGGLE TAGGLE GYPSIES 
In free time Old English Ballad 





Three gyp - sies _p the Cas - tle gate, they 





cham - ber late, Her heart it—— mel - teda-way as snow. 


They sang so sweet, they sang so shrill, 
That fast her tears began to flow; 

And she laid down her silken gown, 
Her golden rings and all her show. 


She plucked off her high-heeled shoes, 
A-made of Spanish leather, O. 

She would in the street, with her bare, bare feet; 
All out in the wind and the weather, O. 


O saddle me my milk-white steed, 
And go and fetch me my pony, O 
That I may ride and seek my bride, 
That’s gone with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O. 


O he rode high, and he rode low, 

He rode through wood and copses, too, 
Until he came to an open field, 

And there he espied his a-lady, O! 


‘What makes you leave your house and land, 
Your golden treasures for to go? 

What makes you leave your new-wedded lord, 
To follow the wraggle taggle gypsies, O? 
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Oh, what care I for my house and land? 
And what care I for my treasure, O? 
And what care I for my new-wedded lord? 
I'm off with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O! 


Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed, 
The sheet turned down so bravely, O! 

And tonight you'll sleep in the cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O! 


Oh, what care I for a goose-feather bed, 
With sheet turned down so bravely, O! 

For tonight I sleep in the cold, open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gypsies, O! 


IL ETAIT UN’ BERGERE 
Simply French Folksong 





A lit -tle shep-herd maid-en, tra la, la -la tra-la - 





She made a cheese one morning, 
Tra la, la, la, 
Tra la-ta-ta ta, 
She made a cheese one morning, 
And put it by to keep. 
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The cat was slyly watching, 
Tra la—etc., 
To find his chance to leap. 


“If you but stick your paws in, 
I'll beat you till you weep!” 


He did not stick his paws in, 
But oh! his chin went deep. 


She struck the cat, and killed him, 
And left him in a heap. 


She hastened to confession, 
Her punishment to reap. 


“Oh, father, I have killed him; 
No longer can I sleep!” 


“My daughter, you must kiss me, 
Then homeward may you creep.” 


“Oh, father, take another; 
Such penances are cheap!” 
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MAY-DAY CAROL 
With feeling English Folksong 





If not a bowl of your sweet cream, 
A mug of your brown beer; 
For the Lord knows where we shall meet again 
To be maying another year. 
I been a-rambling all this night, 
And some time of this day, 
And now, returning back again, 
I brought you a branch of May. 


A branch of May I brought you here, 
And at your door I stand. 

’Tis nothing but a sprout, but ’tis well budded out 
By the work of our Lord’s hand. 

My song is done, I must be gone, 
No longer can I stay. 

So it’s God bless you all, both great and small, 
And send you a joyful May. 
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TWENTY-EIGHTEEN 
Rather fast English Folksong 





Twen-ty, eight-een,six-teen, four-teen, twelve, ten;eight,six,four, two,nought; 





Nine-teen sev-en-teen, fif-teen,thir-teen, E- lev-enningand sev-en,five, three,andone! 


Ho! Madam, I have rings and jewels, 
Madam, I have house and land. 
Madam, I have such a wealth of treasure, 
And all shall be at your command! 
Twenty, eighteen,—etc. 


Ho! What care I for your rings and jewels! 
What care I for your house and land? 
What care I for your wealth of treasure, 
When all I want is a handsome man? 
Twenty, eighteen,—etc. 


Ho! First come cowslips, and then come daisies, 
First comes night, and then comes day; 

First comes the old love, and then comes the new one, 
And so we pass our time away! 

Twenty, eighteen,—etc. 
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AU CLAIR DE LA LUNE 


Slowly Traditional French 





Au clair de la lu- ne. Mon a  ~mi_ Pierr - ot! 





Pré - te - moi ta plu - 





Ou -vre-m0i ta por - te Pour la - sour de Dieu! 


Au clair de la lune, 
Pierrot répondit: 
Je n’ai pas de plume, 
Je suis dans mon lit. 
Va chez la voisine; 
Je crois qu'elle y est, 
Car, dans la cuisine, 
On bat le briquet. 


Note: This song has not been translated, because it would 
mean nothing in English. Who wants to sing “Au Clair de la 
Lune” in English? 
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AUPRES DE MA BLONDE 
Vigorously French Folksong 





||: The turtle-dove and partridge, 
The sparrow and the jay; : | | 
The jolly robin red-breast, 
The pigeon, clad in grey: 
Here, close to my sweetheart, 
Oh, ’tis good to stay! 


||: They sing of spinster-maidens, 
Who tread the lonely way. : | | 
For me in vain they warble; 
I never heed their lay: 
Here, close to my sweetheart, 
Oh, ’tis good to stay! 


||: They hold my love in Holland, 
A prisoner in the fray. : | | 
“To have him back, O fair one, 
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What ransom will you pay?” 
Here, close to my sweetheart, 
Oh, ’tis good to stay! 


||: I'll give the royal palace, 
The church in which I pray, : | | 
The bells within the steeple, 
That toll the passing day: 
Here, close to my sweetheart, 
Oh, ’tis good to stay! 


MARISHKA 
Rather slowly Hungarian Folksong 
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Days of sor -row loom be - fore me;— bid me not go. 





Would that I might die for yo lov - ing you so? 


Lady moon, shining bright, 
Heaven’s silver-clear one, 

Let thy gleams summon dreams, 
Lovely as my dear one. 


Hope is banished, dreams are vanished, 
Never to be: 

Now her love another holds; 
Faithless is she! 
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ALL THROUGH THE NIGHT 





Welsh Folksong 
us burn-ing, 





lence round us spread-ing, All 


Deep the si - 
Still the com-ing day dis-cern - ing By the hope with-in 


Quietly 





All through the night. 


foot - steps turn - ing, 


Star of faith the dark adorning, 


All through the night, 
Leads us fearless toward the morning, 


All through the night. 
Though our hearts be wrapped in sorrow 


From the hope of dawn we borrow 


Promise of a glad to 


> 


morrow, 


All through the night. 


ROUNDS 


HOW TO SING ROUNDS 


A ROUND is a form of canon, and is one of the oldest musi- 
cal forms, but it is not as hard to sing as its ancestry would 
indicate. It is sung as follows: Singer No. 1 starts the tune 
and sings it to the end. Singer No. 2 waits until No. 1 comes 
to the star (*) marked in each song, then he takes up the 
tune and sings it through. No. 3 begins as No. 2 reaches the 
star, and so on. (In “Three Blind Mice,” for example, No. 2 
starts the first bar of the song as No. 1 is starting the fifth 
bar.) A round, by the way, is a lot more fun for the singers 
than it is for the audience. 


THREE BLIND MICE 


Briskly Round For Four Singers 





ev - er see such a sight in your life? Three blind nice? 
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BROTHER AMBROSE 


Round for Four Singers 





- brose, 


Am - brose, Broth - er An 


- er 


Broth 


hear? 


you 


hear? 


you 





mat - ins, 


Ring the bell for 


- ins, 


mat 


‘the bell for 


Ring 


dell. 


dong 


dell ,———= 


dong 


Ding 


HE THAT WILL AN ALE-HOUSE KEEP 


Old English Round for Three Singers 


Must have three things 
SaaS SMR 
a 


ale-house keep, 


that will an 


in 
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py 
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and 


A cham - ber 


store: 





a 


chim- ney and 
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FIE, NAY, PRITHEE, JOHN 


Henry Purcell 
Round for Three Singers 





you 


rogue, 





*You're a 


Do not. quar-rel, man, 
* 
= 
son 

bout? 


a 


pri-thee John, 
drink 


"Fie, nay, 


mer - ry and 





be - fore this com - pan - yy, 


I*°]1l prove 


cheat-ed 





all you are so stout.® 


Sir, for 


far - thing 





scorn your word, Or 


I 


"Sir, you lie, 





wears a sword; Forall your huff,who cares e damn, And who cares for you?® 


COWBOY SONGS 


THE DYING COWBOY 
Slowly American Cowboy Song 
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He had wailed in pain till o’er his brow 
Death’s shadows fast were gathering now; 

He thought of home, and his loved ones nigh, 
As the cowboys gathered to see him die. 


“Oh, bury me not on the lone prairie 
Where the wild coyotes will howl o’er me, 
In a narrow grave six foot by three; 

Oh, bury me not in the lone prairie!” 


“T’ve always wished to be laid when I died, 

In the little churchyard on the green hillside; 
By my father’s grave, there let mine be; 

And bury me not on the lone prairie.” 


“Oh, bury me not on the lone prairie, 
In a narrow grave, six foot by three, 
Where the buzzard waits, and the wind blows free; 
Then bury me not on the lone prairie.” 
116 
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“There is another whose tears may shed 

For one who lies on a prairie bed; 

It pained me then, and it pains me now. 

She has curled these locks, she has kissed this brow.” 


“Oh, bury me not’’—and his voice failed there, 
But we took no heed of his dying prayer. 

In a narrow grave just six by three 

We buried him there on the lone prairie. 


And the cowboys now as they roam the plain, 

(For they marked the spot where his bones were lain) 
Fling a handful of roses o’er his grave, 

With a prayer to Him who his soul will save. 


Oh, bury me not on the lone prairie, 

Where the wolves can howl and growl o’er me. 
Fling a handful of roses o’er my grave, 

With a prayer to Him who my soul can save. 
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FULLER AND WARREN 


With marked rhythm 


American Cowboy Song 





While a 





his 


crave, 





do 





»Which——cost him-——— his hon-or and 


did ot 


sor-ri-ful—— Sto-ry F do tell, Which A eae of late in the 
A gold ring he gave her in token of his love, 


On the face was the image of a dove. 


> 


d with speed 


1e 


They mutually agreed to get marr 


And were promised by the powers above. 
But the fickle-minded maiden vowed again to wed 


who lived in that place. 
It was a fatal blow that caused his overthrow 


> 


To young Warren 


And added to her shame and disgrace. 


When Fuller came to hear he was deprived of his dear, 


Whom he vowed by the powers to wed, 


SONGS 119 





With his heart full of woe, unto Warren did he go, 
And smilingly unto him he said: 
“Young man, you have injured me to gratify your cause, 
By reporting that I left a prudent wife. 
Acknowledge now that you have wronged me, for although 
I break the laws, 
Young Warren, I’ll deprive you of your life.” 


Then Warren he replied: “Your request must be denied, 
For your darling to my heart she is bound; 

And further I can say that this is our wedding day, 
In spite of all the heroes in town.” 

Then Fuller, in the passion of his love and anger bound,— 
Alas! It caused many to cry— 

At one fatal shot killed Warren on the spot, 
And smiling said, “I’m ready now to die.” 


The time was drawing nigh when Fuller had to die; 
He bid the audience adieu. 

Like an angel he did stand, for he was a handsome man; 
On his breast he had a ribbon of blue. 

Ten thousand spectators did smite him on the breast, 
And the guards dropped a tear from the eye, 

Saying, “Curs-ed be she who caused this misery; 
Would to God in his stead she had to die!” 


The gentle god of Love looked with anger from above, 
And the rope flew asunder like the sand. 

Two doctors for the pay they murdered him, they say, 
For they hung him by the main strength of hand. 

But the corpse it was buried, and the doctors lost their prey; 
Oh, that harlot was bribed, I do believe. 

Bad women to a certainty are the downfall of men, 
As Adam was beguiled by Eve. 
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THE COWBOY'S LIFE 
Briskly American Cowboy Song 





of - boy's life is a drear-y, wear- ry life; Some— 





a it’s— free from care. Round-ing up the cat-tle from— 





*Half-past four!® The nois-y cock will roar. "Whoop- a- whoop-a - yay!" 
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The cowboy’s life is a dreary, dreary life, 
He’s driven through the heat and cold; 

While the rich man’s a-sleeping on his velvet couch, 
A-dreaming of his silver and gold. 

“Half-past four’—etc. 


Spring time sets in, double trouble will begin, 
The weather is so fierce and cold. 

Clothes are wet and frozen to our necks, 
The cattle we can scarcely hold. 

“Half-past four’—etc. 


The wolves and the owls with their terrifying howls 
Will disturb us in our midnight dream, 

As we lie in our slickers on a cold, rainy night 
Way over on the Pecos stream. 

“Half-past four’—etc. 
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Oh, some folks say that we are free from care, 
Free from all other harm; 
But we round up the cattle from morning till the night, 
Way over on the prairie so dry. 
“Half-past four’—etc. 


I used to roam, but now I stay at home, 
Take care of my wife and child; 
Nevermore to roam, always stay at home, 
Taking care of my wife and child. 
“Half-past four’—etc. 


You speak of your farms, you are speaking of your charms, 
You are speaking of your silver and gold. 

But a cowboy’s life is a dreary, dreary life, 
He’s driven through the heat and cold. 

“Half-past four’—etc. 


THE WEEK END COMPANION 


122 


BRIGHAM YOUNG 


American Cowboy Song 


Boisterously 
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It's 


Young, 


ham 


Brig 


Brig - han, 


Oh, 





roar-ing rams and your 
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mir - a - cle how you sur - vive,With 





wives$ 


ty 


and for 


five 


lambs And your 


pret - ty lit-tle 


bout sixteen, 


is a 


five 


Number forty 


d three; 


is sixty an 


Number one 
And they make such a riot, how he keeps them quiet 


Is a downright mystery to me. 
For they chatter and they chaw, and they 


jaw, jaw, jaw, 
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And each has a different desire. 
It would aid the renown of the best shop in town 
To supply them with half they desire. 
Oh, Brigham, Brigham—etc. 


Now, Brigham Young was a stout man once, 
But now he is thin and old. 

I am sorry to state, he is bald on the pate 
Which once had a covering of gold. 

For his oldest wives won’t have white wool, 
And his young ones won't have red; 

So, with tearing it out, and taking turn about, 
They have torn all the hair off his head. 

Oh, Brigham, Brigham—etec. 


Now the oldest wives sing songs all day, 
And the young ones all sing songs; 
And amongst such a crowd he has it pretty loud, 
They’re as noisy as Chinese gongs. 
And when they advance for a Mormon dance 
He is filled with the di-erest alarms; 
They are sure to end the night in a tabernacle fight 
Over who has the fairest charms. 
Oh, Brigham, Brigham—etc. 


Now, if any man here envies Brigham Young, 
Let him go to the Great Salt Lake; 

And if he has the leisure to enjoy his pleasure, 
He'll find it a great mistake. 

One wife at a time, so says my rhyme, 
Is enough, there’s no denial. 

So, before you strive to be lord of forty-five, 
Take two for a month, on trial. 

Oh, Brigham, Brigham—etc. 
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JESSE JAMES 
Rather briskly American Cowboy Song 








ee SS 
2 | Oe 2s er ee ee © 
thei O. Se 





dirt-y little covard that shot Mister How-ard Has laid poor Jes-se in the grave. 


It was his brother Frank that robbed the Gallatin bank, 
And carried the money from the town; 
It was in this very place that they had a little race, 
For they shot Captain Sheets to the ground. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 


Oh, they went to the crossing not very far from there, 
And there they did the same. 
With the agent on his knees, he delivered up the keys 
To the outlaws, Frank and Jesse James. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 


It was on a Wednesday night, the moon was shining bright 
They robbed the Glendale train. 
The people they did say, for many miles away, 
It was robbed by Frank and Jesse James. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 
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It was on a Saturday night, and Jesse was at home, 
Talking with his family brave, 
Robert Ford came along like a thief in the night, 
And laid poor Jesse in his grave. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 


Jesse went to his rest with his hand on his breast; 
The devil will be upon his knee. 
He was born one day in the county of Clay, 
And came from a solitary race. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 


Oh, this song was made by Billy Gashade 
As soon as the news did arrive. 
He said there was no man with the law in his hand 
Who could take Jesse James when alive. 
Poor Jesse had a wife—etc. 
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American Negro Spiritual 
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I got a crown, 


You got a crown, 
All 0’ God’s chillun’s got a crown. 


When I git to Heaven, goin’ to put on my crown, 


Goin’ to shout all over God’s Heaven, 


Heav’m,—etc. 


Heav’m, 
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I got a shoes, 

You got—etc. 
When I git to Heaven, goin’ to put on my shoes, 
Goin’ to walk all over God’s Heaven, 

Heav’m, 

Heav’m,—etc. 


I got a harp,—etc. 
When I git to Heaven, goin’ to put on my harp, 
Goin’ to play all over God’s Heaven, 

Heav’m, 

Heav’m,—etc. 


I got a song, etc. 
When I git to Heaven, goin’ to put on my song, 
Goin’ to sing all over God’s Heaven, 

Heav’m, 

Heav’m,—eic. 


I got a wings, etc. 
When I git to Heaven, goin’ to put on my wings, 
Goin’ to fly all over God’s Heaven, 

Heav’m, 

Heav’m,—etc. 
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SWING LOW, SWEET CHARIOT 


Not too slowly American Negro Spiritual 
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com - in’ af - ter | eee om - in’ for to car-ry me home! Swing 


Ef you git there before I do, 
Comin’ for to carry me home, 
Tell all my frien’s I’m comin’ too, 
Comin’ for to carry me home. 

Swing low,—etc. 


I’m sometimes up, I’m sometimes down, 
Comin’ for to carry me home, 

But still my soul is Heaven boun’, 
Comin’ for to carry me home. 

Swing low,—etc. 
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THE GOSPEL TRAIN 


American Negro Spiritual 


Briskly 


rum - blin'— 
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Oh, git on board—etc. 
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No second class aboard this tra 
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Oh, git on board—etc. 


rence in t 


No diff 
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NOBODY KNOWS 
Slowly American Negro Spiritual 





times I'm al - most to the ground, Oh, yes, Ey 


Although you see me goin’ ’long so, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

I have my tri-als here below, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

Oh, nobody knows—etc. 


One day when I was walkin’ ’long, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

De element opened and de Dove came down, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

Oh, nobody knows—etc. 


I never shall forgit dat day, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

When Jesus washed my sins away, 
Oh, yes, Lord! 

Oh, nobody knows—etc. 
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GO DOWN, MOSES 


American Negro Spiritual 


Sadly 








Is-rael was in E-gypt's land, let my peop-le 


When 


- le 


"let my peop 





- roh, 


Tell — ole 


’ 


bold Moses said 


9? 


’ 


th the Lord 


Let my people go! 


“Thus sai 


born dead.” 


Il smite your first- 


LP 


Let my people go! 
Go down, Moses—etc. 


If Nok 
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LISTEN TO THE LAMBS 
Briskly American Negro Spiritual 
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go Pate. Oh, 2 the 
Repeat from & to Fine after each verse 


Come on, sister, an’ don’t be ashame’, 
Want to go to Heaven when I die! 
Angels waitin’ for to write your name; 
Want to go to Heaven when I die! 

Oh, listen to the—etc. 


Mind out, brother, how you walk de cross, 
Want to go to Heaven when I die! 

Foot might slip, and your soul git los’. 
Want to go to Heaven when I die! 

Oh, listen to the—etc. 
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DIDN'T MY LORD? 


Negro Spiritual 


Fervently 





Did-n't my Lord de-liv-er Dan-iel,d'liverDan-iel,d' liver Dan-iel Didn't 


why not to ev-er-y man? 
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The wind blows east, the wind blows west, 


It blows like the Judgment Day, 
And every poor soul that never did pray 


ll be glad to pray that day 


Didv’t my Lord—etc. 


i 
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AMERICAN COLLEGE SONGS 


GOOD PEANUTS 


Briskly American College Song 





The man who has plenty of soft, sweet, soda crackers, 
And giveth his neighbor none, 

He shan’t have any of my soft, sweet, soda crackers, 
When his soft, sweet, soda crackers are gone. 
When his soft, sweet, soda crackers are gone, (repeat) 

He shan’t have any of my soft, sweet, soda crackers 
When his soft, sweet, soda crackers are gone. 
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Oh, that will be joyful, 
Oh, that will be joyful, 
Oh, that will be joyful, 
When his soft, sweet, soda crackers are gone! 


The man who has plenty of nice, rich, ripe, red strawberry 
shortcake, 
And giveth his neighbor none, 
He shan’t have any of my—etc. 


The man who has plenty of St. Jacob’s Oil for rheumatism, 
corns, cramp, colic, chaps, tetter and chilblains, 
And giveth his neighbor none, 
He shan’t have any of my—etc. 


The man who has plenty of Pomp’s peculiar, patent, per- 
petual, pocket, panoramic ponies for passing exam- 
inations, 

And giveth his neighbor none, 

He shan’t have any of my—etc. 


The man who has plenty of demonetized, demoralized, de- 
generate, destitute, undependable, unconstitutional, 
absolutely unconvertible counterfeit coinage, 

And giveth his neighbor none, 

He shan’t have any of my—etc. 


The man who has plenty of John Wanamaker’s endurable, 
reversible, sit-on-’em and mash-’em, everlasting, self- 
perpetuating, patent, restorable, collapsible operatic 
plug hats, 

And giveth his neighbor none, 

He shan’t have any of my—etc. 
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The man who has plenty of good peanuts, 

And giveth his neighbor none, 

He shan’t have any of my soft, sweet, soda crackers, 

When his nice, rich, ripe, red strawberry shortcake is gone! 

When his St. Jacob’s Oil for rheumatism, corns, cramp, 
colic, chaps, tetter, and chilblains is gone, 

When his Pomp’s peculiar, patent, perpetual, pocket, pan- 
oramic ponies for passing examinations is gone, 

He shan’t have any of my demonetized, demoralized, de- 
generate, destitute, undependable, unconstitutional, 
absolutely unconvertible counterfeit coinage, 

When his John Wanamaker’s endurable, reversible, sit- 
on-’em and mash-’em, everlasting, self-perpetuating, 
patent, restorable, collapsible operatic plug hats are 
gone. 

Oh, that will be joyful, 

Oh, that will be joyful, 

Oh, that will be joyful, 

When his good things are gone! 
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GIN'RAL GRANT 
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American College Song 
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- ber butes, And 





fetch my rub 


down the. road For to 


zin’ 


whiz- 


went a 


And Squire Bill and [I 


rene, 












And 


chine, 


with the old ma - 


run 


to 


! For 


By gum 


chine, 





down the roadFor to run with the old ma-chine! 


SquireBill and I went a whiz-zin’ 


How well do I remember the days of sixty-one, 


When the bullets came a-whizzin’ round us thick; 
Then along came a cannon-ball a-flyin’ through the air, 


And it hit Bill Jones in the neck. 
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Up jumps Bill Jones; says, “My neck is mighty tough; 
They’re a-tryin’ for to kill me, but they can’t!” 
Those good old days, underneath the stars and stripes, 
When we fit for Gin’ral Grant. 
When we fit for Gin’ral Grant. 
By gum! 
When we fit for Gin’ral Grant! 
Those good old days, underneath the stars and stripes, 
When we fit for Gin’ral Grant! 


THE POPE 


Briskly American College Song 





en - ish wines——— I would the Pope’s gay life were mine! 


But he don’t lead a jolly life, 
Jolly life, 

He has no maid or blooming wife, 
Blooming wife. 

He has no son to raise his hope, 

I really would not be the Pope. 


The Sultan better pleases me; 
His life is full of jollity. 
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His wives are many as he will; 
I fain the Sultan’s throne would fill. 


But still he is a wretched man; 

He must obey the Alkoran. 

He dare not drink one drop of wine; 
I would not change his lot for mine! 


So, when my sweetheart kisses me, 

I'll think I would the Sultan be; 

And when my Rhenish wine I tope, 

Ah, then I'll think that I’m the Pope! 


IF | WERE A CAT 


Fast American College Song 





all were cats to - geth -er,— ee nici: on the fence, Where the 





Chir-rup, Chur-rup, Too-dle, oo-dle oo, Go - way - no! 


If I were a duck, 
And you were a duck, 
And we all were ducks together, 
We'd paddle in a boat 
In a rubber overcoat 
In rainy or other weather. 
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If I were a dog, 
And you were a dog, 

And we were all dogs together, 
We'd think of the moon, 
And compose a little tune 

In rainy or other weather. 


If I were a cow, 
And you were a cow, 

And we all were cows together, 
We’d spend all the day 
Chewing gum and eating hay 

In rainy or other weather. 


If I were a mule, 

And you were a mule, 
And we all were mules together, 
We'd greet every hick 

With a well-directed kick 
In rainy or other weather. 


If I were a pig, 
And you were a pig, 

And we all were pigs together, 
We'd call for our meals 
With extraordinary squeals 

In rainy or other weather. 


If I were a hen, 
And you were a hen, 
_And we all were hens together, 
We'd tell all the neighbors 
Of the product of our labors 
In rainy or other weather. 
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MARY'S LITTLE WISE MAN 


Not too fast American College Song 





ecratch’d out both— his eyes, With a Ba! Ba! Baa! 


There was a man in our town, 
His fleece was white as snow. 
When he jumped in a bramble bush, 
The lamb was sure to go; 
With a Ba! Ba! Baa! 


He followed her to school one day, 
With all his might and main. 

It made the children laugh and play 
To scratch them in again. 


And when he saw his eyes were out, 
Which was against the rule, 

He jumped into another bush 
To see the lamb at school. 


And so the teacher turned him out. 
His wife could eat no lean, 

And waited patiently about, 
And licked the platter clean. 


142 THE WEEK END COMPANION 


What makes the lamb love Mary so? 
For he himself has said it. 

"Cause Mary loves the lamb, you know, 
And it’s greatly to his credit. 


MISCELLANEOUS SONGS 


DRINK TO ME ONLY WITH THINE EYES 


Ben Jonson 
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Cap-tain,go sidetrack yore train}————_______ 


Chicka-han-ka, Chick-a-han-ka, Chick-a-han-ie! 





han-ka ° 
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LANDLORD, FILL THE FLOWING BOWL 


Reminiscently 18th Century Drinking Song 
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For to-night we'll merry ~ EAE PRO To-mor -row we'll be so - bert) 
The man who drinketh small beer, 
And goes to bed quite sober, 
Shall fade as all the leaves do fade 
That drop off in October. 
For to-night—etc. 


The man who drinketh strong beer, 
And goes to bed quite mellow, 
Lives really as he ought to live, 
And dies a jolly good fellow. 
For to-night—etc. 


But he who drinks just what he likes 
And getteth half-seas over, 
Shall live until he dies perhaps, 
And then lie down in clover. 
For to-night—etc. 
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TEN THOUSAND MILES AWAY 


Sailor Chantey 
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for to meet my own true idve, Ten 


cross the rag- ing main, 
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My true love she was beautiful, my true love she was young; 
Her eyes were blue as violet’s hue, and silver was her tongue. 
And silver was her tongue, my lads, but while I sing this lay, 
She’s doing the grand in a foreign land, ten thousand miles 
away! 
Then blow, ye winds—etc. 


The sun may shine through London fog, the river Thames 
run clear, 

The ocean’s brine be turned to wine, or I forget my beer. 

Or I forget my beer, my lads, or lawyers scorn their pay, 

Ere I forget my own true love ten thousand miles away! 


THE GOOD OLD SUMMER TIME 
R. Shields Geo. Evans 
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ONE MORE RIVER 


In March time 





Jor - dan, One more riv-er,— there's one more riv-er to cross! 


The animals came in, three by three, 
Vive la Compagnie! 

The elephant on the back of the flea, 
Vive la Compagnie! 
One more river—etc. 


The animals came in four by four—etc. 
The camel, he got stuck in the door—etc. 
One more river—etc. 


The animals came in five by five, 
Some were dead, and some were alive. 


The animals came in six by six, 
The monkey he was up to his tricks. 


The animals came in seven by seven, 
Some went to hell, and some went to heaven. 
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The animals came in, eight by eight, 


The worm was early, the bird was late. 


The animals came in nine by nine, 
Some had water and some had wine. 


in. 


you must sing it aga 


The animals came in ten by ten, 


If you want any more, 


ROUND THE CORNER 


Study in Perpetual Motion 


Martially 





would you like tomar-ry me? 





ev -er - y time I he Ll eee @ - round the 
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CAPTAIN KIDD 
Sadly English Broadside Ballad 





cries. You-— cap = tains bold and brave, hear our cries .— 





troll'd,Don’ t;— for the sake of gold, lese your souls! —— 


My parents taught me well, when I sailed, when I sailed, 
My parents taught me well, when I sailed. 

My parents taught me well, to shun the gates of hell, 

But against them I rebelled, when I sailed. 


I’d a Bible in my hand, when I sailed, when I sailed, 
I'd a Bible in my hand when I sailed. 

I’'d.a Bible in my hand, by my father’s great command, 
And I sunk it in the sand, when I sailed. 


I steered from sound to sound as I sailed, as I sailed, 

I steered from sound to sound as I sailed. 

I steered from sound to sound, and many ships I found 
And I burned and killed and drowned, as I sailed. 


? 
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I spied three ships from France, as I sailed, as I sailed, 
I spied three ships from France as I sailed. 

I spied three ships from France, to them I did advance, 
And took them all by chance, as I sailed. 


I spied three ships of Spain as I sailed, as I sailed, 

I spied three ships of Spain as I sailed. 

I spied three ships of Spain, I fired on them amain, 
Till most of them was slain, as I sailed. 


Then fourteen ships I see, as I sailed, as I sailed, 
Then fourteen ships I see, as I sailed. 

Then fourteen ships I see, and brave men they be, 
And they were too much for me, as I sailed. 


Farewell the raging sea, I must die, I must die, 

Farewell the raging sea, I must die. 

Farewell the raging main, to Turkey, France, and Spain, 
I ne’er shall see you again, I must die. 


To Newgate now I’m cast, I must die, I must die, 

To Newgate now I’m cast, I must die. 

To Newgate now I’m cast, with a sad and heavy heart, 
To receive my just desert, I must die. 


Take warning now by me, who must die, who must die, 
Take warning now by me, who must die. 

Take warning now by me, and shun bad companee, 
Lest you come to hell with me, who must die! 
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But when I came to the open sea, 

I saw three cruisers watching me; 

Yes, three black cruisers, all in reach, 

And a brand new gun in the bows of each. 

And they hailed me, “Ho! you silly young tar, 

We'll send you down where the fishes are.” 

Says I, “Come along, if that’s your game! 

Let’s see if I can’t play the same!” 
Yo-ho, Yo-ho, Yo-ho! | 

So we went bowling, over the rolling, 
Over the rolling sea. 

We put three shots in their lobster pots, 
So they won’t frighten me! 

So we went bowling, over the rolling, 
Over the rolling sea. 

We put three shots in their lobster pots, 
So they won’t frighten me! 


But when I stepped upon the quay, 
There were three pretty maids who watched for me. 
Three pretty maids who looked so nice; 
I kissed them once, I kissed them twice! 
“You loved me best!” said the First to me. 
“You loved me first!” said Number Three. 
“T’ll never give you up!” said Number Two, 
So what was a sailor-boy to do? 
Yo-ho, Yo-ho, Yo-ho! 
So we went strolling down by the rolling, 
Down by the rolling sea. 
If you can’t be true to one or two, 
You’re much better off with three! 
So we went strolling—etc. 
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ALLELUIA, I'M A BUM 
Dreamily, yee 


— a oe 0 / ae eee 





Oh, why don’t you work as the other fellows do? 
How the hell can I work when there’s no work to do? 
Alleluiah,—etc. 


Oh, why don’t you pray for your nice daily bread? 
Well, if that’s all I did I would damn soon be dead! 
Alleluiah,—etc. 


Oh, I love my boss, he’s a good friend of mine, 
And that’s why I’m starving out on the bread line, 
Alleluiah,—etc. 


MISTER MACKINLAY 
With a swing Bar-Room Ballad 
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cr a 
Mister MacKinlay, he went there for fun, 

But Sholgosh he shot him with an Iver-Johnson gun, 
For to lay him down, boys, for to lay him down. 


Mrs. MacKinlay, she hollered and she swore 
When they told her her good man wasn’t coming home no 
more 
For to lay him down, boys, for to lay him down. 


Sholgosh, they put him in the ee-lec-tric chair, 
And shocked him so terribly, they shocked off all his hair, 
For to lay him down, boys, for to lay him down. 


COME, OH COME WITH ME 


With a handkerchief A Study in Coryza 








THE WORLD IN EPIGRAM 
Compiled by 
HELEN ROWLAND 


Better a lively old epigram than a deadly new one. 


HELEN ROWLAND. 


FOREWORD 


Out of the several million aphorisms which appear to 
have been written since the beginning of time, there are 
probably less than five hundred perfect epigrams. To find 
these in the mass would be the work of a life-time. The ones 
offered here have been selected at random according to fancy 
and the passing mood. They are not given as perfect speci- 
mens of the art, but merely as examples of the wit and 
philosophy of their day. 

I have purposely omitted all of Shakespeare’s brilliant 
shafts, because they are undoubtedly too familiar to the 
reader to be diverting. Solomon, too, has been overlooked 
because he is represented in the verse section by his “Song 
of Songs.” 

I have included some of my own aphorisms, not because 
I consider them particularly good or brilliant, but because, 
having devoted my life to the writing of the epigram, I feel 
that I may be represented in the list of paragraph writers. 


HELEN ROWLAND. 





SEEN THROUGH THE LORGNETTE 
Epigrams on Men, Written by Women 


Conscience is most men’s god; hence most men are god- 
less—-MADAME L’EsTRANGE. 


Fortune does not change men; it unmasks them.—MADAME 
NECKER. : 


Those men who pass most comfortably through the world 
are those who possess good digestion and hard _ hearts. 
—HARRIET MARTINEAU. 


It is always incomprehensible to a man that a woman 
should ever refuse an offer of marriage.—JANE AUSTEN. 


Every man holds in his hand a stone to throw at us in 
adversity.—_MADAME BACHI. 


Men, the very best of them, can only suffer, while woman 
can endure.—D1NAH M. MULOcK. 


Men are just only to those they love.—KATE FIELp. 


There is no fact more observable in literature than how 
many beautiful things have been said about man in the ab- 
stract, and how few about men in particular—_MADAME 
L’EsTRANGE. 


There is nothing will kill a man so soon as having nobody 
to find fault with but himself.—GrorcE ELIorT. 
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The prayers of a lover are more imperious than the men- 
aces of the whole world.—GEorGE SAND. 


I personally consider that a woman who shows the power 
of her intellect is more to be respected than the woman who 
shows the power of her legs. But men always prefer the legs. 
—MarieE CorELLl. 


Shallow men speak of the past; wise men of the present; 
and fools of the future.—MADAME DU DEFFAND. 


There is no greater fool] than the man who thinks himself 
wise; no one is wiser than he who suspects he is a fool. 
—MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. 


Until he is forty, a man is too young to marry; and after 
he is forty, he is too old.—MoLLy ELLiotr SEAWELL. 


A man whom girls have trained is really modest. Even at 
twenty he doesn’t think he knows it all.—LILLian BELL. 


Men work and think, but women feel.—Curistina G. 
ROSSETTI. 


The success of any man with any woman is apt to displease 
even his best friends.—MADAME DE STAEL. 


The less one sees and knows men, the higher one esteems 


them; for experience teaches their value.—MARGUERITE DE 
VALOIS. 


Great men’s words, like little men’s dreams, are some- 


times to be interpreted by the rule of contraries.—MArRIA 
EDGEWORTH. 
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How odd the men would feel if they were only half as 
virtuous as they pretend.—_MADAME L’EsTRANGE. 


Without love, it would be sad to be a man.—MADAME DU 
CHATELET. 


Men, upon the whole, 
Are what they can be—nations, what they would. 
—ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. 


Cold natures have only recollections; tender natures have 
remembrances.—MADAME DE KRUDENER. 


Men are like money: we must take them for their value, 
whatever be the effigy.—_MADAME NECKER. 


There is only one privilege that men do not begrudge 
women and seek to usurp—maternity.—Mrs. JAMES CLARKE. 


Some quaint old authors say that a man is of too smooth 
and oily a nature to climb up to heaven, if to make him less 
slippery there be not added to his composition the vinegar 
of marriage.—MARIA EDGEWORTH. 


God has put into the heart of man love and the boldness 
to sue; and into the heart of woman fear and the courage 
to refuse.—MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. 


The complacency with which an aged Mephistopheles will 
try to make a crown of glory fit over a pair of gilded horns 
would be ludicrous were it not pathetic.-—MADEMOISELLE 
LECLERC. 


SEEN THROUGH THE MONOCLE 
Epigrams on Women, Written by Men 


The man who enters his wife’s dressing-room is either a 
philosopher or a fool.—Honor£ DE BALZAC. 


Marriage with a good woman is a harbor in the tempest; 
but with a bad woman, it proves a tempest in the harbor. 
—J. PeTIT-SENN. 


Women, like princes, find few real friends.—Lorp LyTTLE- 
TON. 


Of all heavy bodies, the heaviest is the woman we have 
ceased to love.—PIERRE EDOUARD LEMONTEY. 


Woman will be the last thing civilized by man.—GrEoRGE 
MEREDITH. 


What is civilization? I answer, the power of good women. 
—RALPH WALDO EMERSON. 


We censure the inconstancy of women when we are the 
victims; we find it charming when we are the objects.—Louis 
CLAUDE JOSEPH DESNOYERS. 


A girl of sixteen accepts love; a woman of thirty incites it. 
—ANTOINE RICARD. 


An asp would render its sting more venomous by dipping 
it into the heart of a coquette.—A. PoINCELoT. 
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Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O! 
Her ’prentice han’ she tried on man, 
An’ then she made the lasses, O! 
—ROBERT Burns. 


If the world was lost through woman, she alone can save 
it._LouIs DE BEAUFORT. 


Disguise our bondage as we will, 
"Tis woman, woman rules us still. 
—Tuomas Moore. 


A royal court without women is like a year without spring, 
a spring without flowers.—FRancis I. oF FRANCE. 


Woman sees deep; man sees far. To the man, the world is 
his heart; to the woman, the heart is her world.—CuHrIsTIAN 
DIETRICH GRABBE. 


He who trusts women plows the wind, sows on the barren 
sea, finds not the bottom of the hidden ocean, writes his 
recollections in the snow, draws water, like the Danaides, 
with pitchers full of holes.—PAuL FLEMING. 


Wives are young men’s mistresses, companions for middle 
age and old men’s nurses.—FRANCIS BACON. 


Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, 
Nor hell a fury like a woman scorned. 
—WILLIAM CONGREVE. 


Men are women’s playthings; women are the devil’s. 
—VictTor Huco. 
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No friendship is so cordial or so delicious as that of girl 
for girl; no hatred so intense or immovable as that of woman 
for woman.—WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 


When a woman pronounces the name of a man but twice 
a day, there may be some doubt as to the nature of her 
sentiments; but three times!—Honork DE BALZzAc. 


God created the coquette as soon as He made the fool. 
—VicTor Huco. 


He that hath wife and children hath given hostages to for- 
tune; for they are impediments to great enterprises, either 
of virtue or mischief.—FRANCIS BACON. 


A woman dies twice; the day that she quits life and the 
day that she ceases to please.—JEAN JACQUES WEISS. 


Fit the same intellect to a man, and it is a bowstring; to 
a woman, and it is a harp-string.—-OLIVER WENDELL HOLMEs. 


If Cleopatra’s nose had been shorter, the face of the whole 
world would have been changed.—BLAIsE PASCAL. 


The life of a woman can be divided into three epochs; in 
the first she dreams of love, in the second she experiences it, 
in the third she regrets it—ANTOINE JEAN CASSE DE SAINT- 
PROSPER. 


Women see without looking; their husbands often look 
without seeing.—Louis CLAUDE JOSEPH DESNOYERS. 


There are beautiful flowers that are scentless, and beauti- 
ful women that are unlovable.—HovuELLe. 
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Women and music should never be dated.—OLIvER GoLp- 
SMITH. 


A woman who pretends to laugh at love is like the child 
who sings at night when he is afraid.—_JEAN JACQuES Rous- 
SEAU. 


It is often woman who inspires us with the great things. 
that she will prevent us from accomplishing.—ALEXANDRE 
Dumas peére. 


Never say man, but men; nor women, but woman; for 
the world has thousands of men, but only one woman.—JEAN 
JAcQuEs WEIss. 


A woman is like your shadow; follow her, she flies; fly 
from her, she follows.—SEBASTIEN RocH NIcoLAs CHAMFORT. 


Shakespeare has no heroes; he has only heroines.—JoHN 
RUSKIN. 


One must have loved a woman of genius in order to com- 
prehend what happiness there is in loving a fool.—CHARLES 
MAURICE DE ‘TALLEYRAND. 


PLIGHTED TROTH—AND THE 
MARRIAGE PLIGHT 


Oddments 


Marriage is often but ennuz for two.—PHILIBERT COMMER- 
SON. 


They that marry old people merely in expectation of 
burying them, hang themselves in the hope that some one 
will come and cut the halter—THOMAsS FULLER. 


Marriage is like life in this—that it is a field of battle, and 
not a bed of roses.—ROBERT Louis STEVENSON. 


Love laughs indeed at logic as well as at locksmiths, but 
in the end, in wedlock, accepts them both.—SAMUEL Oscoop. 


Before marriage love grows and does not question; after 
marriage it questions and does not grow.—EpITH WYATT. 


Men should keep their eyes wide open before marriage, 
and half-shut afterward._MME. ScupErY. 


I tore my gown, I soil’d my locks with dust, 
I beat my breasts—as wretched widows must: 
Before my face my handkerchief I spread 
To hide the tears I did—not shed. 
—ALEXANDER POPE. 


A man finds himself seven years older the day after his 
marriage.—FRANCIS BACON. 
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Wedlock is like wine—not properly judged of till the sec- 
ond glass.—DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


Bachelors are the freebooters of marriage.—-HoNorE DE 
BALZAC. 


Cupid and Hymen are the leading characters in a comedy 
in which the former is the joke-maker, the latter the butt. 
—HENrRY KIRKLAND. 


My notion of a wife at forty is that a man should be able 
to change her, like a bank note, for two twenties.—DoucLas 
JERROLD. 


Matrimony: The high sea for which no compass has yet 
been invented.—HErnricH HEINE. 


Married in haste we may repent at leisure.—WILLIAM 
CONGREVE. 


A husband is always a sensible man; he never thinks of 
marrying.—ALEXANDRE Dumas pére. 


The heart of a marriageable young woman in love is a 
golden sanctuary which often enshrines an idol of clay. 
—PAULIN LIMAYRAC. 


A poor beauty finds more lovers than husbands.—GEoRGE 
HERBERT. 7 


A thought for the married: If we love those we lose, can 
we altogether lose those we love?-—WILLIAM MAKEPEACE 
"THACKERAY. 
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Easy-crying widows take new husbands soonest; there’s 
nothing like wet weather for transplanting.—-OLIVER WEN- 
DELL HOLMES. 


The first wife is matrimony; the second, company.—Sam- 
UEL JOHNSON. 


The reason why so few marriages are happy is because 
young ladies spend their time in making nets, not in making 
cages.— JONATHAN SWIFT. 


It goes far toward reconciling me to being a woman, when 
I reflect that I am thus in no danger of marrying one.—Lapy 
Mary Wortley MonracuE. 


Never marry but for love; but see that thou lovest what 
is lovely.—WILLIAM PENN. 


Whilst Adam slept, Eve from his side arose. 
Strange! His first sleep should be his last repose. 
—UNKNowN. 


Here lies my wife; here let her lie! 
Now she’s at rest, and so am I. 
—JOHN DRYDEN. 


Call no man unhappy till he is married.—Socrares. 


Where the gray mare is the better horse, there the horse 
is but an ass.—HENRY FIELDING. 


Marriage at first, like a knock on the elbow, is peculiarly 
painful, but the pain lasts only a little while—Loprr FELIx 
DE VEGA. 
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From my experience, not one in twenty marries the first 
love; we build statues of snow, and weep to see them melt. 
—WALTER SCOTT. 


Though matrimony may have some pains, celibacy has 
few pleasures.—SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


The ravings of an angry wife no wise man fears: 
There’s danger when a woman baits her trap with tears. 
—Suggested by “Disticha Catonis’” III, XIX. 


The chain of wedlock is so heavy that it takes two to carry 
it—sometimes three.—ALEXANDRE DUMAS. 


Last night befel the drollest happening. 
Wagg came to dine. I had besought 
That his best friend and bitterest foe he’d bring. 
His dog and wife were what he brought. 
—Evricius Corpus. 


THE WISDOM OF BEN FRANKLIN 
Penny wise, pound foolish. 
Don’t put off till to-morrow what you can do to-day. 


It would be thought a hard government that should tax its 
people one-tenth part of their time: but idleness taxes us 
much more; sloth, by bringing on diseases, absolutely short- 
ens life. 


Sloth, like rust, consumes faster than labor wears, while 
the used key is always bright. 


Dost thou love life, then do not squander time, for that is 
the stuff life is made of. 


The sleeping fox catches no poultry; there will be sleep- 
ing enough in the grave. 


Diligence is the mother of good luck, and God gives all 
things to industry. 


One to-day is worth two to-morrows. 


The cat in gloves catches no mice. 


Little strokes fell great oaks. 


\ 


The diligent spinner has a large shift; and now I have a 
sheep and a cow, everybody bids me good morning. 


If you would have your business done, go; if not, send. 
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A fat kitchen makes a lean will. 
What maintains one vice, would bring up two children. 
Fools make feasts, and wise men eat them. 


Silks and satins, scarlet and velvets, put out the kitchen 
fire. 


A plowman on his legs is higher than a gentleman on his 
knees. 


When the well is dry, they know the worth of water. 


Pride is as loud a beggar as want, and a great deal more 
saucy. 


Where there’s marriage without love, there will be love 
without marriage. 


It is common for men to give pretended reasons instead of 
real ones. 


An old young man will make a young old man. 


One good husband is worth two good wives; for the scarcer 
things are, the more they’re valued. 


Lying rides upon Debt’s back. 


Those have a short Lent who owe money to be paid at 
Easter. 


Experience keeps a dear school, but fools will learn in no 
other. 


PERSONALLY SPEAKING 
By Helen Rowland 


There is more variety.in the hundred and one moods of 
a husband, than in a hundred and one lovers all in the same 
mood. 


There never yet was a man so intellectual that he preferred 
a “dinner of herbs” with a brilliant woman, to a “stalled ox” 
with a pretty one. 


The woman who appeals to a man’s vanity may stimulate 
him; the woman who appeals to his heart may attract him; 
but it’s the woman who appeals to his imagination who gets 
him. 


A man may talk inspiringly to a woman about love in the 
abstract—but the look in his eyes is always perfectly concrete. 


Before marriage, when a woman speaks to a man in an 
undertone, he calls it “cooing”; after marriage, he calls it 


“nagging.” 


Many a woman fancies that a man has fallen in love with 
her, when he has merely stumbled—and caught his balance. 


Just because a man “loved you once,” is no reason why 
you should expect him to love you forever; in a man’s opin- 
ion “once” is enough to love any woman. 
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A woman’s flattery may inflate a man’s head a little; but 
her criticism goes straight to his heart, and contracts it so 
that it can never again hold quite as much love for her. 


A man never hears anything a woman says; because before 
marriage he “listens” to her only with his eyes—and after 
marriage with only half an ear-drum. 


Nothing so annoys a man as to hear a woman promising 
to love him “forever” when he merely wanted her to love 
him for a few weeks. 


Fortunately for women, most men mistake loneliness for 
love before marriage, and habit for happiness afterward. 


A bachelor has to have an inspiration for making love to 
a woman—a married man needs only an excuse. 


We often hear of a “one-man” dog and a “one-man” 
woman; but somehow we are always delightfully surprised 
to find a “one-woman-at-a-time”’ man. 


A good husband is a rock of strength on which to lean— 
but there are lots of times when he seems much more like 
a pebble in the shoe. 


Every married woman feels a comforting proprietary satis- 
faction in the sight of a man’s shoes in the,closet, even though 
she may not be able to control his wandering feet. 


At twenty, a man feels awfully aged and blasé; at thirty, 
almost senile; at forty, “not so old’; and at fifty, positively 
skittish. 
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A man’s love is not dead until he begins to think of his 
wife merely as the person who disturbs his morning sleep 
and his after-dinner reveries. 


Courtship is a republic; marriage, a monarchy; divorce, 
a soviet. 


Nobody is quite so blasé and sophisticated as a boy of 
nineteen who-is just recovering from a baby-grand passion. 


Alas, why will a man spend months trying to hand over 
his liberty to a woman—and the rest of his life trying to get 
it back again? 


The average man is wedded to business, golf, hunting or 
fishing—and his wife is just the co-respondent. 


Honeymoons are the beginning of wisdom—but the be- 
ginning of wisdom is the end of romance. 


A truly “confirmed bachelor” is one who can sit beside 
a pretty woman in the moonlight and talk about his dys- 
pepsia. 


Love will never be ideal until man recovers from the illu- 
sion that he can be just a little bit true, just a little bit faith- 
ful, or just a little bit married. 


The same woman may be a goddess to a boy, a temptation 
to a married man, and a “menace” to a bachelor. 


The honeymoon is not actually over until we cease to. 
stifle our sighs and begin to stifle our yawns. 
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True love says, “Love me—or I suffer!” Infatuation says, 
“Love me—or I'll make you suffer!” 


In love, somehow, a man’s heart is always either exceeding 
the speed limit, or getting parked in the wrong place. 


The feminine vanity-case is the grave of masculine illu- 
sions. 

A man’s “ideal woman” is usually the one whom he passes 
with a worshipful bow—when he is on his way to call on the 
other kind. 


The average man’s whole life is either a battle-hymn, a 
love-song or a lullaby, according to the sound of the particu- 
lar feminine voice to which he is legally bound to listen. 


For repeating themselves, from the first kiss to the last 
sigh, the average man’s love-affairs have History blushing 
with envy. 


The Prodigal Son got only the fatted calf; but when an 
erring husband decides to “come back home and be good,” 
he expects at least a broiled partridge, a halo, and a chorus 
of hosannahs. 


A woman cherishes all the trifling little heirlooms she in- 
herited from her grandmother; but a man takes far greater 
pride in all the trifling little vices he inherited from his 
grandfather. 


Marriage is the only thing that affords a woman the pleas- 
ure of company and the perfect sensation of solitude at the 
same time. 
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Life is lemonade—slightly sweetened with hope, charged 
with enthusiasm, rose-colored with imagination and flavored 
with love. 


Nothing will carry a man so far away from a woman as 
a new train of thought—started by the signal in another 
woman's eye. 


A man’s idea of being “perfectly balanced” is to be able 
to keep two women in love with him at the same time with- 
out losing his nerve or his equilibrium. 


The climax of love is that exquisite psychological moment 
between the confession and the first kiss. 


A man always mistakes a woman’s clinging devotion for 
weakness, until he discovers that it requires the strength of 
Samson, the patience of Job, and the finesse of Solomon to 
untwine it. 


THREE MINUTE PLAYS 
By Percival Wilde 





ROBERT BURNS 


CHARACTERS: 
The Widow 
The Assistant 

SCENE: 
The Office of an Insurance Company. 

THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES (as the curtain rises) 
You are to imagine, if you please, that this is the office of 
an insurance company. Eighty or a hundred desks are scat- 
tered about the floor. Eighty or a hundred young men are 
scattered about the desks. The room is simply but taste- 
fully decorated with eighty or a hundred stenographers, 
who are scattered about the young men. In this corner— 
here—sits an oldish young man, who is a very important 
person. You know that because he has a private cuspidor, 
which nobody else is allowed to use. He is, in fact, Assist- 
ant to the Assistant to the Assistant Assistant. 

There enters Mrs. Mary Ann Whiffenpoffer, widow of 

the late Robert Emmet Whiffenpoffer. 
[The Master of Ceremonies wipes his eyes. 
This is a very tragic little play. I hope you will excuse me. 
[He retires. 
[The widow advances. She is a powerful, domineering 
female in deep black. The Assistant rises. 

THE ASSISTANT 
Good morning, Mrs. Whiffenpoffer. (Overcome by sorrow, 
she nods) Won’t you be seated? 

THE WIDOW (sitting) 
Thank you. It’s so kind of you. Everybody’s been so kind 
to me, Mr. —— Mr. —— 
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THE ASSISTANT 
Higginbottom. 
THE WIDOW 
Mr. Higginbottom. It was so good of you to write that 
you’d see me. 
THE ASSISTANT 
Not at all; not at all! We're glad to see any of our policy 
holders at any time. 
THE WIDOW 
Yes—yes. (She sobs. Then she controls herself) 
Mr. Higginbottom, I’ve come about my poor dear hus- 
band’s insurance—Robert Emmet Whiffenpoffer. 
THE ASSISTANT 
I have the papers here. 
THE WIDOW 
Forty thousand dollars. 
THE ASSISTANT 
Quite so. 
THE WIDOW 
When will I get it? You know he died a week ago. 
THE ASSISTANT (clearing his throat) 
Mrs. Whiffenpoffer—— 
THE WIDOW (interrupting anxiously) 
The insurance company hasn’t gone bankrupt? 
THE ASSISTANT 
No. 
THE WIDOW 
You're not going to tell me the premiums weren’t paid! 
I have the receipts here. 
THE ASSISTANT 
The policy is perfectly in order. 
THE WIDOW 
Well, then, Mr. Higginbottom? Don’t keep me in suspense! 
I'm a poor woman, and I need the money. 
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THE ASSISTANT 
Madam, the late Robert Emmet Whiffenpoffer carried no 
life insurance with us. 
THE WIDOW 
Here’s the policy! 
THE ASSISTANT 
Madam, look at it yourself. This is fire insurance—fire in- 
surance for forty thousand dollars. 
THE wipow (breaking into sobs) 
Yes! Yes! That’s why—that’s why—I had poor dear Robert 
cremated. 
CURTAIN ' 


THE METICULOUS CUSTOMER 


CHARACTERS: 
The Customer 
The Baker 

SCENE: 
A Bake Shop. 

THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES (as the curtain rises) 
The scene is a bake-shop on a Monday. This is a Baker. 
(He indicates the door, through which a young man now 
enters) ‘This is a Customer: a meticulous customer. If you 
don’t know what “meticulous” means, just watch him, and 
you will learn. 

THE CUSTOMER (elegantly attired in a walking coat, silk hat, 
and spats, and carrying a cane and a monocle) 
My good man. 

THE BAKER 
Yes, sir? 

THE CUSTOMER 
Is this a bake shop? 

THE BAKER 
Yes, sir. It says so on the program. 

THE CUSTOMER . 
Quite so. Quite so. That’s why I came in here. (He gazes 
at the shelves, and his glance returns to the Baker) I won- 
der—I wonder—if you could make me something very 
special. 

THE BAKER 
With great pleasure, sir. 

THE CUSTOMER 
I want a little bun—about so long, and about so wide, and 
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about so high—and I'd like it to be decorated with the 
letter “S’ in white icing. 
THE BAKER (writing down the order) 
The letter “S.”’ That will cost—— 
THE CUSTOMER (interrupting, and handing him a banknote) 
It doesn’t matter what it costs. 
THE BAKER 
Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. The bun will be ready tomorrow. 
THE CUSTOMER 
Good day. 
THE BAKER 
Good day, sir. 


THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
A day elapses. It is now Tuesday. 


THE CUSTOMER (re-entering) 
Ah, good afternoon. 
THE BAKER 
Good afternoon, sir. 
THE CUSTOMER 
I gave you an order yesterday—— 
THE BAKER 
I remember! A bun with the letter “S.” 
THE CUSTOMER 
Exactly. Is it ready? 
THE BAKER (producing a bun from the shelf behind him) 
Here it is, sir. 
THE CUSTOMER 
Ah! But that won’t do at all! 
THE BAKER 
No, sir? 
THE CUSTOMER 
The length is right, and the width is right, and the height 
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is right; but the initial “S” is all wrong. You see, I wanted 
something plain, and chaste, and severe: just a block letter. 
You’ve gone to work and given me something much too 
rococo—oh, much! I believe you call this fancy script? 
THE BAKER 
Yes, sir. 
THE CUSTOMER 
Well, it’s not what I want. 
THE BAKER (taking back the bun) 
I shall have another bun ready at this time tomorrow. 
(Writing) Block letter ‘‘S.” 
THE CUSTOMER 
Yes; block letter. Good day. 
THE BAKER 
Good day, sir. 


THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
Another day elapses. It is now Wednesday. 


THE CUSTOMER (re-entering) 
Ah, good afternoon. 
THE BAKER 
Good afternoon, sir. 
THE CUSTOMER 
I gave you an order yesterday—— 
THE BAKER 
I remember! A bun with the letter “‘S,.”” 
THE CUSTOMER - 
Exactly. 
THE BAKER 
The block letter “S.” 
THE CUSTOMER 
Quite so. Is it ready? 
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THE BAKER (producing the bun) 
Here it is, sir. 

THE CUSTOMER 
Ah! 

THE BAKER 
Is the length correct? (The Customer nods) And the 
width? And the height? And the block letter “S’’? 

THE CUSTOMER 
Perfect! Plain, chaste, severe: just what I wanted! 

THE BAKER (taking the bun, and beginning to wrap it up) 
Thank you, sir. Thank you. We aim to please. And now, 
sir, where shall I send it? 

THE CUSTOMER 
Send it? Send it? Send it? Why, don’t send it anywhere. 
I’m going to eat it right here. 

[He does. 
CURTAIN 


THE FIRST CLIENT 


CHARACTERS: 


The Lawyer 
The Stenographer 
The Client . 


SCENE: 


His Office. 

THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES (as the curtain rises) 

A young lawyer’s office. (He waves his hand) Everything 
is new—so new that it hurts. The bookcases are new; the 
law library in them is new; the desk and the inkwell and 
the swivel chair and the wastebasket and the carpet are 
new. 

Our hero— (he indicates the young man who paces up 
and down the office) —started in business for himself at 
nine o’clock this morning. It is now exactly one minute 
past nine. (He bows and retires) 

THE LAWYER (interrupts his promenade to strike a legal pose. 
Then he resumes his peregrinations. The telephone, piled 
in a corner, and wrapped in its wire, attracts his attention. 
He picks it up, unrolls the wire, and places the instrument 
in a strategic position on his desk. The end of the wire he 
tucks into a drawer. He finds a bell push in another corner. 
He places this, too, on his desk, and striking a pose, pushes 
the button) 
THE STENOGRAPHER (entering) 
Did you ring for me, sir? 
THE LAWYER (with surprise) 
The bell push isn’t connected yet. 
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THE STENOGRAPHER. 
I know it. I was watching through the keyhole. Would you 
like to dictate a letter? 
THE LAWYER 
Would I like to? I’d love to! (She seats herself eagerly, and 
flips open a notebook) Yes, I'd love to dictate a letter toa 
client. I’d do it, but for one reason—— 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
That you have no clients? 
THE LAWYER 
Exactly. (Their eyes meet. They laugh) 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
Maybe there’ll be one soon. (A bell rings) What did I say? 
THE LAWYER 
It can’t be! Why, it can’t be! The sign on the door isn’t 
dry yet! 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
Maybe he hasn’t noticed! (She rushes out. She is back ina 
moment) It’s a client! 
THE LAWYER (swallowing hard) 
What does he look like? 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
Middle-aged; respectable; prosperous—— 
THE LAWYER 
A bank-president? 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
I shouldn’t be surprised. 
THE LAWYER 
A capitalist? 
THE STENOGRAPHER 
Maybe. 
THE LAWYER 
Keep him waiting a few minutes, and then send him in. 
(Correcting himself) No: when you hear me strike a match, 
send him in. 
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THE STENOGRAPHER 
Yes, sir. 

[She goes out. 

THE LAWYER (yanks half a dozen books out of the cases, opens 
them, and strews them about. He places a box of cigars on 
the desk, and takes one himself. He takes up the telephone. 
Then he strikes a match) 

THE STENOGRAPHER 
This way, sir. 

[She ushers in an important looking individual, who car- 
ries a small satchel, and effaces herself. The caller, at a ges- 
ture from the lawyer, sits down. 

THE LAWYER (over the telephone) 

Yes; I expect him to compromise for a hundred thousand. 
It’s cheap at that .. . I’m glad you're pleased with me. . . 
Thank you; thank you. (He steals a glance at the Client’s 
face; it is impassive) Sorry, but I’ll be busy all day to- 
morrow: one conference after another. Make it ‘Thursday? 
... At eleven o'clock? . . . I can give you from eleven to 
eleven-twenty. ... All right. Good by. (He hangs up, and 
pushes the cigars toward the Client) A cigar? 

THE CLIENT 
Um. 

[He takes one. 

THE LAWYER 
A light? 

THE CLIENT 
Um (He draws a few whiffs) Good cigar. 

THE LAWYER 
Glad you like it. Now, what can I do for you? 

THE CLIENT (rises, and to the Lawyer’s astonishment, removes 
his overcoat, his coat, and his vest. He places his valise on 
the desk, opens it, and produces a variety of tools. Then he 
smiles gently) I’m from the telephone company. I was sent 
here to hook up your instrument. 

CURTAIN 


OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF ... 


CHARACTERS: 
The Captain 
His Wife 
The Bird 

SCENE: 
Where You Will. 

THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES (as the curtain rises, disclosing 
an interior decorated simply with a parrot in its cage, and 
a very angry sea-captain) It is necessary, before we begin, 
to tell you something about this play. This person here—— 
[The Captain scowls. 
—is the captain of a ship, returned home after a long, long 
voyage. He is Scotch, and he hasn’t seen his wife—who isn’t 
Scotch—in six years. Six years—just fancy that! 

He arrived home an hour ago. He wasn’t expected. 
[The Captain scowls. 
He didn’t send up his name, and, of course, not even a sea- 
captain’s wife expects to keep one slavey for six years, so 
he wasn’t recognized when he rang his own doorbell. That 
gave him a pretty idea: he sent up word that he was just 
a man to see Mrs. Captain, and she sent back an answer 
that she’d be down in a minute. 
[The Captain scowls. 
In his playful manner, he was going to surprise her. He 
was going to overwhelm her with joy by letting her see his 
sweet self, and he’s been sitting here, waiting more or less 
patiently, while she’s been powdering her nose. 
Now everything would have been all right, because after 

waiting six years, an hour more isn’t much; but you will 
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notice a bird in the background. The Captain was in good 
humor when he arrived, but he isn’t in good humor now— 
far from it! The bird has been talking—— 
THE BIRD 
Duckums! Duckums! Duckums! Dose ’oo love ’oo duck- 
ums? 
THE CAPTAIN (to the bird) 
Avast, ye chicken-livered landlubber! 
THE MASTER OF CEREMONIES 
You begin to catch the drift. (He bows and retires) 
THE BIRD 
Duckums! Duckums! Duckums! Does ’oo love ’oo duck- 
ums? 
THE CAPTAIN (hoarsely) 
Pipe down! Belay! Stow it! 
THE BIRD 
Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! 
THE CAPTAIN 
Silence between decks! 
[He flings his overcoat over the mes 
THE BIRD (decrescendo) 
Nighty - night! Nighty - night! Nighty - night! 
[There is a sound of nine kisses, in series of three. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Br-r-r-r-r! 
[From his vest-pocket he produces a little pill-box, opens 
it, and places it on the center table. From his hip-pocket he 
produces a monstrous pistol, examines it, and replaces it. 
THE WIFE (entering) 
Did you wish to see me? 
THE CAPTAIN 
Aye, aye! 
THE WIFE 
Ah! A sea-faring man? 
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THE CAPTAIN 
Aye, aye! 
THE WIFE 
I am fond of sea-faring men. My husband is a sea-faring 
man. 
THE CAPTAIN (exploding) 
Have ye been fond of that worthless, bandy-legged, good- 
for-naething scum, Wullie McCrae? 
THE WIFE (surprised) 
Willie McCrae? Willie McCrae? You mean my neighbor? 
THE CAPTAIN 
Ye ken weel enow wham I mean! Tell me, woman, has he 
been mair than a neighbor to ye? 


THE WIFE 
How dare you? How dare you? What right have you to— 
(she approaches him; starts) It isn’t! ... It cannot be! ... 


It cannot be! 
THE CAPTAIN 
Aye, aye! 
THE WIFE (throwing her arms about his neck) 
Angus Angus! How you surprised me! 
THE CAPTAIN (wrathfully) 
I did, did I? 
THE WIFE 
Home at last, after six years! Angus, you didn’t even send 
up your name. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Nay. 
THE WIFE 
I didn’t know you were in port at all. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Nay. 
THE WIFE 
I hadn’t heard from you in months and months. I had no 
idea you’d be here so soon. 
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THE CAPTAIN 
Sae I see. 
THE WIFE 
Come, tell me all about yourself. When did you land? 
THE CAPTAIN 
Last necht. 
THE WIFE 3 
Why didn’t you come right here? 
THE CAPTAIN (remorsefully) 
Aye; why didna I? 
THE WIFE 
What do you mean, Angus? 
THE CAPTAIN 
Come here, lassie! (He grasps her roughly by the shoul- 
ders) How have ye been spendin’ yer time whilst I’ve been 
awa’? 
THE WIFE 
I’ve been busy. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Tl warrant! 
THE WIFE 
Sewing—reading—looking after the house—church twice on 
Sundays—writing to you—and to bed early. 
THE CAPTAIN 
An’ Wullie McCrae? 
THE WIFE 
What about Willie McCrae? 
THE CAPTAIN 
This! 
[He pulls his overcoat away from the birdcage. 
THE BIRD 
Duckums! Duckums! Duckums! Does ’o0o love ’oo duck- 
ums? 
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THE CAPTAIN (a growl of fury) 
A-r-r-r-r-h! 

THE BIRD | 
Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! 

THE CAPTAIN 
Whaur did he learn that, woman? 

THE WIFE (flinging the coat over the cage again) 
Angus, come here. Sit down. I have a confession to make 
to you. 

THE CAPTAIN (sitting) 
I thocht as muckle! (He draws his pistol) Gae on, woman! 
Confess! 

THE WIFE (starting at the sight of the weapon, but controlling 
herself admirably) 
Angus, you’ve always been a cold, cold man. 

THE CAPTAIN 
Is Wullie McCrae cauld? 

THE WIFE 
Mr. McCrae has nothing to do with this. 

THE CAPTAIN . 
Ha? Is it Mister McCrae the noo? Gae on. 

THE WIFE (disregarding the interruption) 
You’ve always been cold, Angus, and I need love. It’s be- 
cause you're Scotch, and I’m not. But I need love, Angus. 
I’m a loving woman, and I must have affection—and you’ve 
never given it to me. So the thought came to me, Angus— 
(she casts down her eyes) —the thought came to me that if 
I trained that bird, and—and if you heard him when you 
came home, it might change your disposition. 

THE CAPTAIN (incredulously) 
Ye trained that bird? 

THE WIFE (nodding, and beginning to weep) 
It’s been a labor of love, and that’s all the appreciation 
you give me for it! It isn’t right! It isn’t fair! No; it isn’t! 
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(She raises a pathetic countenance) Night after night, An- 
gus, till I was so tired I could hardly keep my eyes open, 
I sat here, teaching that bird. I was doing it for you, Angus 
—that thought was always in my mind—so it didn’t matter 
how tired I was: I would not give up. No, I would not 
give up! (She calls to the bird) Duckums! Duckums! 
Duckums! 

THE BIRD (from under the cover) 
Duckums!* Duckums! Duckums! 

THE WIFE 
Polly wants a kiss! 

THE BIRD 
Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! Polly wants a kiss! 
[There is the sound of nine kisses, in series of three. 

THE WIFE 
Do you understand now? My name is Polly, too. Didn’t 
that ever strike you? It was my innocent little scheme to 
make you a better husband than you have been—oh, a 
much better husband! For six years, Angus, for six long 
years, I’ve trained that bird—and here, here is the thanks 
you have for me! 
[Dramatically she indicates the pistol, and falls to the floor, 
sobbing. 

THE CAPTAIN (presently) 
Aweel... (He puts away the pistol) Hm! Hm! Aweel! 

. Pull herselt taegither, lassie, I dinna desairve a woman 

sae affectionate as yersel’. 

THE WIFE (crawling to her knees) 
Angus! Angus! 

THE CAPTAIN 
In sorra, an’ I say it to ye like a mon—when I first cam into 
this hoos, an’ heard that bird, I thocht—— 

THE WIFE 
I know what you thought! 
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THE CAPTAIN (remorsefully) 
I put that box of poison on the table—’tis a terrible swift 
poison that I bought in Sumatra—an’ I had a mind to mak 
ye tak it! Aye, lassie, I was gaeing to mak ye tak it at the 
point of my pistol, an’ I was gaeing to sit here, an’ watch 
ye dee! (With the utmost contrition) Lassie, oh, lassie! 
THE WIFE (rising with his help) 
Angus, perhaps you’ll love me better now. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Aye! That I will! 
[He embraces her eagerly. 
THE WIFE (presently) 
Where’s your luggage, Angus? 
THE CAPTAIN 
Ootside. 
THE WIFE 
Go and get it. 
THE CAPTAIN 
Aye, aye! I’ll be back in a meenute! 
[He seizes his overcoat, uncovering the bird cage, and 
dashes out. 
THE WIFE (looking after him reflectively) 
Willie McCrae! Willie McCrae! 
THE BIRD 
Hold me close, Willie! Hold me close, Willie! Hold me 
close, Willie, Willie, Willie! 
[The Wife quietly takes the box of poison, and oben: it 
into the cage. The bird pecks at it. The Wife draws a cover 
over the cage. .°... 
THE CAPTAIN (outside) 
I’m comin’, lassie! I’m comin’! 
THE WIFE 
Aye. 
[She smiles inscrutably. 
CURTAIN 


THE FACTS 


CHARACTERS: 
The Husband 
The Wife 

SCENE: 
A camp in a Canadian wilderness. 
[It is night. We are ina tent. Lying on a cot, amateurishly 
bandaged, is a wounded woman. Near her, sitting on a box, 
1s a man. 

THE WIFE 
So it’s the end! 

THE HUSBAND 
Don’t say that. 

THE WIFE 
But I know. I know I’m not going to live through the 
night. (She pauses and smiles) You did a good job, my 
dear. 

THE HUSBAND 
Don’t! 

THE WIFE 
It’s what might have been expected of one of the finest 
riflemen in the world. Even when you hit the wrong target, 
you shot straight. You saw something moving through the 
underbrush. You thought it was an animal. It was all my 
fault: I had forgotten to put on my red sweater. You fired. 
It must have been all of three hundred yards, but you 
scored a bull’s eye. 

THE HUSBAND 
Don’t, darling, don’t! (There is a long pause) 
The guide will be back with a doctor soon. 
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THE WIFE 
How soon? 

THE HUSBAND 
By morning. 

THE WIFE 
That will be too late. But it’s all right, dear. I don’t feel 
any pain. I’m dying, and it isn’t a bit disagreeable. I’m 
just—just fading out... . . I wonder if all the hundreds of 
animals you’ve shot found dying as pleasant as this! (She 
takes his hand. He is silent) Dear, I’m very happy. 

THE HUSBAND 
Happy? 

THE WIFE (nodding) 
Dying—now-—is a lovely solution. It’s the best of all solu- 
tions. (She pauses) I have something to tell you. 

THE HUSBAND 7 
Don’t tire yourself, darling. 

THE WIFE 
What does it matter if I tire myself now? I’m going to have 
a long rest. I’m telling you—I’m telling you because you 
might find it out some day—and because I’d rather have it 
come straight from me. Dear, I haven’t been a good wife 
and a good mother. I—I’ve been untrue to you. (She 
pauses. He is silent) It happened the first time over a year 
ago. I shan’t tell you his name. It doesn’t matter—because 
there was another man in my life not six weeks later. (She 
pauses again; he is still silent) You see, I wanted admira- 
tion. I—I got it. And then, when it came, I didn’t have 
quite enough self-control to call a halt. The moth and the 
flame—and the moth got singed. . . . I tried to turn over 
a new leaf, but—it wasn’t so easy. I was always afraid— 
afraid you’d find out—afraid the children would find out. 
. .- That’s why I’m so happy now. They'll grow up, and 
they'll never suspect me for what I really was. They'll 
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think of their mother as a saint—and you'll never tell them 
anything to the contrary. 

THE HUSBAND 
No. 

THE WIFE 
You promise? (He nods) And you forgive me? (He nods 
again) Stupid old dear, you never knew! 

THE HUSBAND (very quietly) 
I knew— (she gasps)—from the very beginning. 

THE WIFE 
And never said a word? 

THE HUSBAND 
How could I? Like you, I wanted our children to think 
well of their mother. 

THE WIFE (pressing his hand) 
They will now. That’s nice. 

THE HUSBAND 
That’s as it should be. (He pauses) Darling, I watched. I 
knew all; and the thought that there was a solution came 
to me even before it came to you. (He pauses again, and 
lowers his voice) Darling, that’s why I planned this hunt- 
ing trip. That’s why I picked out a place miles away from 
civilization. That’s why I waited my chance, and when the 
chance came, I took careful aim—and shot you. 


CURTAIN 
Author’s Note: 

Miss Laurette Taylor, dramatizing a story told her by Mr. Gerald Du- 
Maurier, was, I believe, the first to write a play in which a deathbed con- 
fession was followed, and not preceded, by revelation of the truth. Mr. Jack 
Bechdolt has made use of the same theme. 

In both of these plays a husband cold- -bloodedly poisons his wife, and, 
though the action stops before that point, presumably pays the penalty. 
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GENERAL QUIZ NO. 1 


. What is vitamin ‘“D’” known as? 


Is a square a rectangle? 


. What is the difference between “discover” and “invent’’? 


What animal can make no sound at all? 


. Does water expand or contract when it freezes? 
. What is bold face Caslon? 
. What famous American novelist was the brother of a 


great psychologist? 


. What does the business term ‘“‘e.o.m.’’ mean? 


g. What, besides the intense cold, prevents men from reach- 


10. 
il. 
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13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
“ee. 


ing the top of Mt. Everest? 
Will water put out every fire? 
In what year did John D. Rockefeller die? 
How many movements have the symphonies of the old 
masters? 
What is the largest city in Oklahoma? 
Name the Dionne quintuplets. 
How long is one rod? 3 
Who said, “Nothing is sure except death and taxes’? 
What is a “rheostat’’? 
Who invented wireless telegraphy? 
Where is New Zealand? 
What is the antonym of Zenith? 
About how tall is the Empire State Building? 
What is a Bishop’s staff called? 
How do potential and kinetic energies differ? 
How many square feet are there in an acre? 
What is the Holy See? 
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GENERAL QUIZ NO. 2 


1. What does the Baldwin Company of Baldwin, Penn., 
manufacture? 

. Who wrote “The Black Key Etude’’? 

. Is white a color? 

. In geometry, what is “‘pi’’? 

Who were the “Lake Poets’? 

. What is a pundit? . 

. Why is snow white? 

. Where is Transylvania? 

g. Who was weakened by a haircut? 

10. What are klieg lights? 

11. What is “philately’’? 

12. Give the arabic equivalent of MDCCC. 

13. What is meant by Hobson’s Choice? 

14. What is the capital of North Dakota? 

15. Do bats lay eggs? 

16. What is the highest city in the world? 

17. What was Houdini’s real name? 

18. Who wrote the libretto of Four Saints in Three Acts? 

19. What is a seven-sided figure called? . 

20. In what country was Charlie Chaplin born? 

21. What part of an inch is a pica? 

22. Does sound travel faster or slower in water than it does 

in air? 

23. What are pixies? 

24. In harmony, what is faulty progression? 

25. How long must a pendulum be to make one swing per 

second? 
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GENERAL QUIZ NO. 3 


1. Which is farther from Chicago: St. Louis or New York? 
2. What is the literal meaning of the Ming Dynasty? 
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10. 
. What is the third largest city in the United States? 
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17. 
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- What saint was famous for feeding the birds? 
. About how much does a gallon of water weigh? 


How many teeth have human beings? 


. What is meant by ebb tide? 


Who was Alexander Agassiz? 


. What is a magazine rifle? 
. If you saw a Lepidoptera in your garden, what would 


you call it? 
Who wrote The Chocolate Soldier? 


Where are the radius and ulna in the human body? 

Who discovered logarithms? 

Who is Noel Coward? 

What makes ice slippery? 

Which weighs more, a cubic foot of iron, or a cubic foot 
of lead? 

What is the normal temperature of the human body? 

What is a purdah? 

What bird is often used as an emblem of immortality? 

What is a cruet? 

How many centimeters are there in one yard? 

Who wrote A Study in Scarlet? 

What is the capital of Norway? 

What is the physical distinction between tone and noise? 

What are agenda? 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 4 


1. Where is the retina? 


. What temperature Centigrade is the freezing point of 


water? 


. If you found a Praying Mantis in your room, would 


you pray with him? 


. Is the sun nearer the earth in summer? 
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. What is the chemical name for glass? 

. Where is James Bay? 

. Who was Guy Fawkes? 

. Where are the Everglades? 

. What is chewing gum made from? 

. What is a maverick? 

. Who painted The Last Supper? 

. What is a lei? 

. When does the Summer Solstice take place? 

. Who wrote “The Lady of the Lake’? 

. From where to what place did Mohammed flee? 
. What is a Proton? 

. Who wrote “The Jewels of the Madonna’? 

. Where is Cape Ann? 

. How many planets are there in the solar system? 
. What are Orange Men? 

. Where are the Black Hills? 

. Who said, “Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death”? 
. What is the Talmud? 

. How many signs of the Zodiac are there? 

. Who was Minerva? 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 5 


. What is a ling? 

. How many articles are there in one gross? 
. For what is “I.Q.” an abbreviation? 

- What is the plural of teaspoonful? 

Who owns the country, Guam? 

. What is a ruminant? 

. What is perique? 

. What characterizes the Hepplewhite chair? 
. Who wrote The Mill on the Floss? 

. How old is the electric light? 
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15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
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Vi. 
12. 
13. 
14. 


In what months are oysters in season? 
What is the capital of Iceland? 

When does an ellipse become a circle? 
What color is turquoise? 

Who discovered the Binomial theorem? 
What is a Concordance? 

Who was Gaston B. Means? 

Where is Devil’s Island? 

What is a kazoo? 

Who owns the Fiji Islands? 

What planet is nearest the earth in size? 
Who was Voltaire? 

What is a gantry? 

What does it say on the lid of a U.S. Post Box? 
What part of a mile is a kilometer? 


GENERAL QUIZ No. 6 


. Where are the Canary Islands? 
. Who said “I regret that I have but one life to give to my 


country’? 


. What is the “lead” in lead pencils made of? 
. What is cuneiform? 

. What did the ugly duckling turn into? 

. Who is the “Bard of Avon’’? 


Where are the Midway Islands? 


. Is a reducing lens concave or convex? 
. Is Labrador on Hudson Bay? 
. Is there such an animal as a Unicorn? 


How many degrees are in a straight angle? 

Who wrote the best known opera Faust? 

What is the capital of Australia? 

What is the only number whose cube root equals its 
square root? 
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15. Is the wrist the only place that pulse can be taken? 

16. What is a police blotter? 

17. What is a dirndl? 

18. Where is the longest suspension bridge in the world? 

19. What is advertised as “the instrument of the im- 
mortals’’? 

20. Where is Kamchatka? 

21. What is a toga? 

22. Where is Death Valley? 

23. Who are the Sikhs? 

24. Who is the hero in Julius Caesar? 

25. In what book does the character Wilkins Micawber ap- 
pear? 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 7 


. Can Penguins fly? 

. What is a ukase? 

. What is meant by a three point landing? 

Who wrote Days of Our Years? 

. What river flows through Tibet? 

. What is the difference between a meteor and a meteorite? 

. Where is Davy Jones’ locker? 

. What does zbid mean? 

. What did DeWitt Clinton do for New York State? 

. What is a bill of lading? 

. Is water a mineral? 

. How do you find the area of a circle? 

. Whose head is pictured on a two dollar bill? 

. What is essential in making a freezing mixture like ice 
cream? 

. Who wrote My Old Kentucky Home? 

. Who ran against Harding for President on the a 

cratic ticket? 
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17. 


18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 


Are a brother and sister more closely related than a 
mother and son? 

Who was Jesse James? 

What is a poacher? 

Where is Iraq? 

What is a trilobit? 

Who wrote The Lost Chord? 

What is a somnambulist? 

What does C.Q.D. stand for? 

Who wrote Jt Can’t Happen Here? 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 8 


. What is a poilu? 


2. In law, what is a lien? 
3. What is the path that a baseball describes when thrown 


Or 


© con~wr mn 


10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 


diagonally upward? 


. Which holds more, a quart or a liter? 
. What is the difference in time between London and San 


Francisco? 


. How many ribs has a man? 

. What does red ink signify to a C.P.A.? 

. What causes wind? 

. What character in Shakespeare’s Macbeth was prema- 


turely born? 

What are the dimensions of an ordinary brick? 

What does avuncular mean? 

What is a jerkin? 

How many pecks are there in a bushel? 

Who said ‘“‘Neither a borrower nor a lender be’’? 

Who created Silly Symphonies? 

Where is the femur? 

What is the distance between the rails of a railroad track 
(standard gauge) ? 
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18. How does steel differ from iron? 

19. Who is called “The Lord of St. Simeon’? 

20. Is “postcard” or “postal card” printed above the address 
space on the back of a Government postcard? 

21. In mathematics, what does the letter e stand for? 

22. What percentage of gold is 14K gold? 

23. What is a planimeter? 

24. Where is Cape Farewell? 

25. How do.you pronounce the town named ‘Haverhill’? 


UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT QUIZ 


1. Which Presidents appointed the following Justices of 
the Supreme Court: 
1. Taft 2. Frankfurter 3. Stone. 4. Black 
2. Are Government bulletins copyrighted? 
g. What is meant by the word “‘veto” with regard to the 
President? 
4. Where is the original Declaration of Independence? 
5. Does the Constitution of the U. S. give its citizens the 
right to vote? 
6. Who were the Vice Presidents with the following Presi- 
dents: 
1. Taft 2. Wilson 3. Harding 4. Cleveland 
. Who is known as the Public Printer? 
. Who said “Lafayette we are here” and on what occasion 
was it said? 
g. What is the salary of the President of the United States? 
10. ‘Who defends law suits brought against the U. S. Gov- 
ernment? 
11. In what year was the 18th Amendment repealed? 
12. Name the Presidents who directly preceded and followed 
the following Presidents: 
1. Garfield 2. Taylor 3. Cleveland 4. Fillmore 


CO “TI 
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13. 


14. 
15. 


16. 


17. 


18. 


19. 


20. 
21. 
22. 


23. 
24. 


25. 
26. 


27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 


32. 


oo 


At what age are the Justices of the Supreme Court 
eligible for retirement? 

What is a die-hard? 

Name the Vice-presidents who became President since 
1900. 

What was the last of the 48 states to be admitted to the 
Union? 

How many years after the Declaration of Independence 
was the Constitution ratified? 

Who was Secretary of State when Harding became Presi- 
dent? 

What is the only national holiday established by Con- 
gressional action? 

What President died one month after his inauguration? 

To how many Electors is each State entitled? 

What President of the United States is buried in the 
Arlington National Cemetery? 

How many Senators does each State send to Congress? 

Who was Chief Justice of the Supreme Court just be- 
fore Charles Evans Hughes? 

If the President and Vice-president both died, who 
would be the chief executive? 

What President of the United States went to Europe 
while in office? 

Is the Governor of Alaska elected or appointed? 

Which U. S. President was impeached but not convicted? 

What State has the greatest number of Representatives? 

What is meant by a filibuster? 

Who was the leading foe of the Arms Embargo repeal 
in 1939? 

What Presidential candidate was associated with a derby 
hat? 

What was Woodrow Wilson’s first name? 
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34- 


35: 
36. 


37: 


. Who “did not choose to run’’? 
39- 


40. 


He ©o Ne 


DM Or 


In whose administration was “prosperity just around the 
corner’? 

How many states went Democratic in the 1936 election? 

Does the constitution of the United States fix the num- 
ber of Supreme Court Justices? 

In what year was the “bank holiday’’? 


What name on the Declaration of Independence has be- 
come. a symbol for all signatures? 


How long is the term of office of a U. S. senator? 


GEOGRAPHY QUIZ 


. Where is the Kennebec River? 

. What eight States does ‘Tennessee touch? 

. The United States is divided into how many time belts? 
. Where are the following Rivers: 


(1) The Euphrates, (2) The Ganges, (3) The 
Orinoco, (4) The Yangtse 


. What is the capital of Peru? 
. Of what States are the following cities the capitals? 


(1) Sante Fe, (2) Carson City, (3) Pierre, 
(4) Columbia, (5) Olympia, (6) Topeka 


. Where is the town of Santa Claus? 

. What is an analama? 

. Are the Great Lakes fresh water or salt water? 

. Where is Madagascar? 

. What is the southernmost city in the United States? 
. Where is the Klondike? 

. What is the capital of Honduras? 

. Name the 20 States ending with the letter “A”. 

. What South American city is almost on the Equator? 
. Name all the countries in South America. 

. Where are the Pyrenees Mountains? 
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20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 


24. 
25. 


26. 
27. 


28. 
29. 
30. 
$1. 
$2. 
33- 


. What is the highest mountain in the world? 
. What is the third largest State in area in the United 


States? 

What sea lies between Italy and Yugo-Slavia? ' 

What is the largest city in South America? 

Where is: Bangkok? 

What are the capitals of the following countries: 
(1) Australia, (2) India, (3) Canada, (4) China 

What is meant by the Tropic of Cancer?’ 

Which is farther from El Paso, Texas:—Quebec, Canada 
or Rio de Janeiro, South America? 

Lake Champlain lies between what two States? 

What large cities in Europe are on approximately the 
same latitude as New York City? 

Has New Hampshire a Sea Coast? 

What is the longest ship canal in the world? 

What city is half in Europe and half in Asia? 

Where is Saxony? 

What is unusual about the St. Johns River in Florida? 

What four States in the United States all meet at right 
angles? 


. What is the largest inland body of water in the worid? 
. Where is the Island of Bali? 

. What does the Arctic Circle really mean? 

. What tiny country lies between France and Spain? 

. Where are the Sandwich Islands? 

. What sea in Asia Minor is below the level of the ocean? 
. Where is the Rialto? 


ART QUIZ 


. Who described architecture as “frozen music’’? 
. What American painter invented the telegraph? 
. When did Giotto live? 
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10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 


15. 
16. 


17. 
18. 


19. 
20. 


21. 


22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 
26. 


24. 


28. 


. Who had the initials R.V.R.? 
. Where is the original Mona Lisa? 
. Where are: (a) the Pantheon (b) the Parthenon (c) the 


Colosseum? 


. Who painted the Sistine Madonna? 
. Who was the first outstanding marine painter in the 


U. S.? 


. What kind of building is a pagoda? 


What is meant by “values” in speaking of a picture? 

Who painted The Spirit of ’76? 

What is a fresco painting? 

What does Rodin’s Hand of God hold? 

What is the largest painting by an old master in the 
world? 

What is the largest bronze statue in the world? 

The Laughing Cavalier was painted by: 
1. Rembrandt 2. Hals 3. Rubens 4. da Vinci 

Is tempera an oil or a water color? 

Was Cezanne or Matisse the painter of Odalisque? 

What two famous French painters’ names were alike ex- 
cept for one letter? 

What painter was sculptor, architect, engineer, philos- 
opher and physicist all in one? 

What painter is recognized by his pictures of ballet 
dancers? 

What is surrealism? 

Who painted September Morn? 

What was Michelangelo’s last name? 

What artist cut off his ear as a gift for a young woman? 

What other well known painter besides da Vinci painted 
The Last Supper? 

What fifteenth century Italian painter attempted to 
build an airplane? 

Who is considered the first great painter of Italy? 
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29. 
30. 
31. 


$2. 
33- 


34- 
$5- 
36. 


37: 


38. 
39- 
40. 
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10. 


Who is Dali? 

What is a chiaroscuro? 

What are the first names of the following artists? 
1. Van Dyck 2. Rubens 3. Sargent 4. Van Gogh 

Who painted The Blue Boy? 

What famous painting gets extra publicity every 
Mother’s Day? 

A Della Robbia Bambino is what? 

Who painted Sir Galahad? 

What great Dutch painter was known for his dramatic 
use of light and shade? 

Name the different architectural orders of capitals of 
columns. 

What is an entablature? 

Who turned the Louvre into a museum? 

Who painted the Horse Fair? 


SCIENCE QUIZ 


. Name the three temperature scales. 

. What is the speed of light? 

. What is the largest planet? 

. Tell what is meant by the Law of Inverse Squares. 
. What have the following in common: 


(1) ampere, (2) ohm, (3) volt 


. What is the difference between a star and a planet? 

. What is the boiling point of water, Fahrenheit? 

. What is meant by density? 

. Can you identify the following from these chemical 


formulas? | 
(1) HeSO, (2) NaCl (3) HNOg (4) KCN 

How much would you say a solid cork ball, 6 feet in 
diameter would weigh? 


. What is dry ice? 
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12. 
13. 


14. 
15. 


16. 


17. 
18. 


19. 
20. 
21. 
22: 


23. 


24. 
25. 
26. 


27. 
28. 


29. 


30. 
31. 
Sa, 
33: 
34- 
35: 
36. 
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Why do we put two holes in a can of liquid to pour out 
the liquid? 

Why does a thick glass crack when you pour boiling 
water into it? 

What are ‘“‘Frauenhofer lines’? 

What mathematical discovery of Newton completely 
revolutionized science? 

How far away is thé moon? 

Why does water put out fire? 

Two notes on the piano give the following vibrations, 
what would you say about them: 256-512 

What is meant in geometry by the “Bridge of Asses’’? 

Why is white worn in the tropics? 

What is a molecule? 

What is meant by the ecliptic? 

What device is common to the following: (1) a tele- 
phone, (2) telegraph, (3) aradio, (4) an elec- 
tric bell. 

What is the heaviest liquid known? 

What is Polaris and how is it used by navigators? 

Which is heavier: a cubic foot of lead or a cubic foot of 
gold? 

Why would we become deaf if we were on the moon? 

When is the Vernal Equinox? 

Who was Archimedes, and what principle did he dis- 
cover? 

What is a Light-year? 

What is the law of the lever? 

Is the full moon high or low in January in New York? 

What is an imaginary number in mathematics? 

What is Newton’s third law of motion? 

Does a convex mirror enlarge or reduce? 

How many centimeters are there in one inch? 


37: 


38. 
39- 
40. 
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What have the following men in common? 
(1) Gauss, (2) Leibnitz, (3) Maxwell 
Who discovered radium? 
What is meant by infra red? 
What is the approximate diameter of the sun? 


LITERATURE QUIZ 


. What did Topsy do? 
. Why is the Iliad so called? 
. In which of the Shakespearean plays does a woman act 


as a judge? 


. Who could “smile and smile and be a villain!’’? 
- The opening of a motion picture in Atlanta, Georgia 


became a National event in December 1939. From 
what book was the movie taken? 


. What is the preacher’s name in The Grapes of Wrath? 
. Who wrote Three Soldiers? 

. Who wanted to borrow people’s ears? 

. Who is the author of Cinderella? 

10. 
a2. 
12. 
13. 


How did the Waverley Novels get their name? 

What is a picaresque novel? 

Who is the author of The Yearling? 

Which of the following characters is out of place: 1. Pip 
2. Charles Darnay 3. Becky Sharp 4. Uriah Heep 


. Where is Robinson Crusoe’s island? 
. The title of what book by Edna Ferber is suggested by 


the army mess call? 


. Was Shakespeare buried in Westminster Abbey? 

. Who wrote Country Lawyer? 

. The sister of what American poet was an imbecile? 

. What famous novel by a world famous novelist had to 


do with fascism in the United States? 


. What American poet wrote about his experiences in 


hospital work in the Civil War? 
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21. What happened to Solomon Grundy on Wednesday? 

22. Which of the following characters is out of place: 
1. Ophelia 2. Duncan ~ 3. Falstaff 4. Carmen 

23. What did the carpenter doubt when he shed a bitter 
tear? 

24. Who wrote the epic John Brown’s Body? 

25. What famous sonnet ends: “They also serve who only 
stand and wait’’? 

26. Who wrote The Just So Stories? 

27. What did the Pied Piper of Hamelin do to get even with 
the Mayor and Corporation? 

28. Who wrote The Nazarene? 

29. Who was the Great Cham of literature? 

30. What world famous novelist never wrote anything until 
he was past forty years of age? 

31. In Peter Pan what is Wendy’s last name? 

32. Who is the author of The Brothers Karamazov? 

33. What is Somerset Maugham’s most famous novel? 

34. Of what nationality were the following writers: 
1.. Burns* <2.) Ibsen ~ 5... Poe’ 2 Zola 

35. What is referred to in the quotation “. . . ne’er the twain 
shall meet’’? 

36. What did the old woman who lived in a shoe do with 
her children? 

37. In what novel does Lady Rowena appear? 

38. Who wrote The Moon and Sixpence? 

39. Where do we find the Village Blacksmith standing? 

40. What queen did Kipling call “the widow of Windsor’? 


MUSIC QUIZ 
1. What have the following musicians in common: 
(1) Joseph Hofmann, (2) Myra Hess, (3) Josef 
Lhevinne, (4) Harold Bauer 
2. Who is known as the father of the symphony? 


cow 


13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
. What is the only Beethoven symphony that has a choral 


18. 


19. 
20. 
21. 
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. What work of Beethoven’s was supposedly written for 


Napoleon? 


. What nationality was Jenny Lind? 
- Who wrote the following operas: (1) Aida, (2) Tann- 


haeuser, (3) The Magic Flute, (4) Carmen 


- What have the following in common: (1) Princess Ida, 


(2) The Sorcerer, (3) Utopia Limited, (4) The 
Yeomen of the Guard. 


- How many operas did Beethoven write? 
. At the end of what opera does a man go through fire for 


a woman? 


. What is a grace note? 
10. 
li. 
72. 


What composer’s name is linked with George Sand? 

Who is the composer of “The Unfinished Symphony’? 

What famous composer for the piano was exiled from 
Poland? 

What is meant by a Chromatic Scale? 

Who wrote the Brandenburg Concerti? 

Who is the concert master in an orchestra? 

Who wrote the libretti to Wagner’s operas? 


movement? 

Give the composers of the following symphonies: (1) 
“The Jupiter Symphony,” (2) “The Surprise Sym- 
phony,” (3) “The Pastoral pepien (4) ‘““The 
Rhenish Symphony.” 

In what opera are the hero and heroine ites 

Who composed ‘““The Minute Waltz’? 

From what classical compositions were the following 
songs taken: (1) “I’m Always Chasing Rainbows,” 
(2) I Wonder Who’s Kissing Her Now, (3) An 18th 
Century Drawing Room. 


22. Write the first names of the following composers. 


1. Brahms 2. Tchaikowsky 3. Mozart 4. Bach 
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23. What is a cadenza? 

24. Who were the Valkyrie? 

25. In what Gilbert & Sullivan operas do the following char- 
acters appear: (1) Poohbah, (2g) King Gama, (3) 
Frederick, (4) The Lord Chancellor, (5) Joseph- 
ine, (6) Jack Point. 

26. In what movie did a world famous violinist play an im- 
portant part, and who was the violinist? 

27. Name three operas of Puccini. 

28. Who wrote “The Flight of the Bumble Bee’’? 

29. How many sharps appear in the key of A Major? 

30. Who composed the Peer Gynt suite? 

31. What is a Prima Donna? 

32. What is César Franck’s most famous symphony? 

33. Who colored a rhapsody blue? 

34. Who composed the opera “The Girl of the Golden 
West’’? 

35. From what opera is the song “Oh Promise Me’’? 

36. What famous pianist made a Golden Anniversary con- 
cert tour in 1937? 

37. Is a musician who is noted for his virtuosity known for: 
(1) great technical skill, (2) facility in memoriz- 
ing, (3) ability to play a variety of instruments 

38. Is the Chopin funeral march a composition by itself or 
part of some other composition? 

39. What musical instrument and geometric figure have the 
same name? 

40. Jascha, Toscha and Mischa are the first names of what 3 
famous violinists? 


THE MURDERED CARD PLAYER 


Four men, whom we shall call Robert, Ronald, Ralph and 
Rudolph, were playing cards one evening. As a result of a 
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quarrel during the course of the game, one of these men 
shot and killed another. From the facts given below, see if 
you can determine who the murderer and his victim were. 

Robert will not expose his brother’s guilt. 

Rudolph had been released from jail on the day of the 
murder, after having served a three-day sentence. 

Robert had wheeled Gaia a cripple, to the card game at 
Ronald’s house. 

Rudolph had known Ronald for only five days before the 
murder. 

Ralph had met Robert’s father only once. 

The host is about to give evidence against the murderer, 
whom he dislikes. 

The murdered man had eaten dinner on the previous 
night with one of the men who did not bowl with Ronald 
customarily. 


THE STOLEN ANTIQUE 


Three men, Mr. White, Mr. Black, Mr. Brown, and their 
wives were entertained at the home of their friend one eve- 
ning. After the departure of the guests, the host and the 
hostess discovered that a valuable antique had been stolen. 
It later developed that one of the six guests was the thief. 
From the facts given, see if you can discover who it was. 

1. The spouse of the thief lost money at cards that evening. 

2. Because of partial paralysis of his hands and arms, Mr. 
Brown was unable to drive his car. 

g. Mrs. Black and another female guest spent the entire eve- 
ning doing a jig-saw puzzle. 

4. Mr. Black accidentally spilled a drink on Mrs. White 
when he was introduced to her. 

5. Mr. Brown gave his wife half of the money that he had 
won to make up for her loss. 

6. Mr. Black had beaten the thief in golf that day. 
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CHESS TOURNAMENT DILEMMA 


Four men named P. F. Smith, C. J. Smith, Reynolds and 
Fellows played in a chess tournament. 

The Smiths were the famous Smith brothers, twins, who 
played opposite ends on the Princeton football team. 

Reynolds surprised everyone when he defeated Fellows. 

The man who finished third said graciously to the winner 
at the conclusion of the matches, “I’ve heard a great deal 
about you and I am happy to meet you. May I congratulate 
you.” 

The runner-up was terribly crippled, having had infantile 
paralysis when he was four years old. As a result he had never 
married, but had lived a sheltered life with his widowed 
mother, making chess his chief diversion. 

P. F. Smith sometimes drank too much. He had disgraced 
himself when he was an usher at Fellow’s wedding by pro- 
posing to the bride’s mother. 

In what order did the men finish? 


THE ARTISANS 


There are three men, John, Jack, and Joe, each of whom is 
engaged in two occupations. Their occupations classify each 
of them as two of the following: chauffeur, bootlegger, musi- 
cian, painter, gardener, and barber. 

From the facts given below find in what two occupations 
each man is engaged: 

1. The chauffeur offended the musician by laughing at his 
long hair. 

2. Both the musician and the gardener used to go fishing 
with John. 

3. The painter bought a quart of gin from the bootlegger. 
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4. The chauffeur courted the painter’ S sister. 

5. Jack owed the gardener $5. 
3 Joe beat both Jack and the painter at quoits. 


THE THREE SONS 


Smith, Sr.; Brown, Sr.; and Jones, Sr., each had a grown 
son. We may call the sons Smith, Jr.; Brown, Jr.; and Jones, 
Jr. In occupation one of the Juniors was a politician; an- 
other, a banker; and the third, a lawyer. 

1. The lawyer frequently played tennis with his father. 
2. Brown, Jr., called the politician a socialist. 
3. The politician’s father played golf every Wednesday with 
another of the older men. 
4. Smith, Sr., had been a paralytic from youth. 
What was the name of the lawyer? 


WHERE DID THE DOLLAR GO? 


Three men registered at a hotel and asked for three sep- 
arate rooms. The rooms were $10 apiece so the clerk re- 
ceived $30 from the men. The following day the clerk found 
out that the rooms could be had for $25 instead of the $30 
already charged. He rang for the bellboy and gave him the 
rebate to take to the three men. The young fellow, however, 
not being so honest as he might be, gave each man back $1 
and kept $2 for himself. 

NOW: Each man, instead of paying $10 for his room, 
really paid only $9. That makes $27 for the three. The bell- 
boy kept the other $2 which makes $29. Where did the other 
dollar go? 
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WHO KILLED FOWLER? 


Douglas Fowler, the young millionaire, was found shot 
through the head on a lonely road near Scranton, Pa., at 
11:45 P. M. on the night of October 27th, 1939. Five 
suspects were rounded up and questioned. Each suspect 
made four statements, three of which are true and only 
ONE is false. One of the five men is the guilty one. Who 
is it? 

The only way to solve this is to determine which is the 
only false statement in each man’s four statements. This 
is done by reasoning and logic. If, for example, a man says he 
is innocent in more than one statement, he must be inno- 
cent since two or more statements cannot be false. Many 
of the statements are related to other statements made by 
other men in the group and there is only one solution pos- 
sible. ‘To start you off we’ll tell you that Curley was in Denver 
the night of the murder. Now go on from there! 


STATEMENTS 

CurLEy said: 
I was in Denver the night of the murder. I never killed 
anyone. Slim is the guilty man. The Rat knows a lot 
about it. 

Jor said: 
Donnovan did it. I am innocent. Curley knows more than 
he wants to tell. I didn’t kill Douglas Fowler! 

THE Rar said: 
I did not kill Fowler. I know nothing about the murder. 
I was in Chicago the night of the killing. I never killed 
anyone. 

DONNOVAN said: 
I am entirely innocent. The Rat didn’t do it. I never 
owned a revolver in my life. Curley is innocent. 


QUIZZES AND BRAINTEASERS 225 


SLIM said: 
Joe knows who did it and he’s telling the truth. I was with 
the Rat at the time of the murder. Curley’s a liar when he 
says I am guilty! I did not kill Fowler. 

On the above information can you deduce who is the true 
murderer? 


THE HORSE RACE 


There were three horses running in a race. Their names 
were Tally-ho, Sonny Boy, and Juanita. Their owners were 
Mr. Lewis, Mr. Bailey, and Mr. Smith, although not neces- 
sarily in that sequence. 

Tally-ho unfortunately broke his ankle at the start of the 
race. 

Mr. Smith owned a brown and white three-year-old. 

Sonny Boy had previous winnings of $35,000. 

Mr. Bailey lost heavily although his horse almost won. 

The horse that won was black. 

This race was the first race that the horse owned by Mr. 
Lewis had run. 

What was the name of the horse that won? 


ANSWERS TO QUIZZES AND 
BRAIN TEASERS 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 1 


1. The Sunshine vitamin. 


qo 9 


Sao 


20. 
21. 
22. 


Yes. 


. You discover what has already existed; You invent that 


which never existed before. 


. The giraffe. 

. It expands. 

. A particular kind of type face. 

. Henry James, novelist, was the brother of William James, 


psychologist. 


. End of month. 

. The lack of sufficient air pressure. 
10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
44s 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 


19. 


No. It won’t put out a sodium fire. 
In 1937. 
Four. 
Oklahoma City, 185,000. 
Marie, Annette, Cecile, Yvonne and Emilie. 
5% yards. 
Benjamin Franklin. 
An electrical instrument for regulating current. 
Marconi. 
An island in the South Pacific Ocean about 1200 miles 
east of Australia. 
Nadir. 
1250 feet. 
A crosier. 
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23. 


24. 
25. 


Hm 69 NOH 


Potential energy is stored up energy which becomes 
kinetic energy when released. 


43,560. | 
The Pope’s jurisdiction, court or. office. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 2 


. Locomotives. 

. Frederic Chopin. 

. No. It is the combination of all the colors. 

. The ratio of the diameter of a circle to its circumference 


or 3.1416. 


5. Southey, Coleridge and Wordsworth. 
6. A learned man. 
7. It scatters light and causes diffused reflection which pro- 
duces the sensation of whiteness. 
8. In Rumania. 
g. Samson. 
10. Arc lights used in taking motion pictures. 
11. The study and hobby of stamps and stamp collecting. 
12. 1800. 
13. A choice without an alternative—hence no choice at all. 
14. Bismarck. 
15. No. They bear their young alive. 
16. Phari, Tibet; Altitude 14,300 feet. 
17. Harry Weiss. 
18. Gertrude Stein. 
19. A heptagon. 
20. England. 
21. One sixth. 
22. Faster. Air: 1100 feet per second. Water: 5000 feet per 
second. 
23. Mischievous sprites or fairies. 
24. Progression by fifths up or down the scale. 


25. 


1 Meter. 
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16. 
17; 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 


25. 


Cow MoH OF ND 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 3 


. New York. 

. The luminous Dynasty. 
. St. Francis of Assisi. 

. 8 pounds. 


32. 


. Declining tide—tide going out. 

. A famous American zoologist. 

. A repeating rifle. 

. A butterfly! 

. Oscar Straus. 

. Philadelphia. 

. In the arm. 

. John Napier. 

. A famous English playwright. 

. Your weight causes the ice to melt forming a thin layer 


of water between you and the ice. You slide on this 
thin film. 

A cubic foot of lead. 

98.6° F. 

A curtain used in India to screen women. 

The Phoenix. 

A small glass bottle for vinegar, oil, etc. 

91-44. 

Conan Doyle. 

Oslo. 

A tone is a sound having regularity of vibration. A noise 
is a sound without any regularity of vibration. 

Memoranda of things to be done. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 4 


1. In the eye. It receives images from the lens of the eye. 


° 


- Oo. 


3. No. A praying mantis is an insect. 
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Com OOP 


17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 


Bi 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 


- No. It is farther from the Earth. 

. Silicon dioxide. 

. In Canada. 

. An English conspirator famous for the gunpowder plot. 
. In Southern Florida. 

. Chicle. 

. An unbranded animal. 

ae 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 


Leonardo da Vinci.” 

A wreath or ornamental headdress. 

June 21st. 

Sir Walter Scott. 

From Mecca to Medina. 

An electrically charged particle that is a component of 
the atom. 

Jacques Offenbach. 

In eastern Massachusetts. 

Nine. 

Men belonging to a secret society organized in the North 
of Ireland in 1795. They are now known as Irish 
Protestants. 

In South Dakota and Wyoming. 

Patrick Henry. 

The body of Jewish civil and canonical law. 

12. 

The goddess of wisdom. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 5 


. A large fish. 


144. 


. Intelligence Quotient. 
. Teaspoonfuls. 


The U. S. 
A division of even toed hoofed mammals who chew the 


cud. 
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7. A strong flavored tobacco. 

8. The heart and shield shaped back and the abundant use 
of curves. 

g. George Eliot. 

10. Nearly sixty years old. 

11. All months with the letter R in them. 

12. Reykjavik. 

13. When the major and minor axes are equal. 

14. Blue or Green. 

15. Sir Isaac Newton. 

16. An index of words or topics in a book, as the Bible. 

17. A secret service agent in the Harding Administration 
who later was sentenced to prison for fraud in con- 
nection with the Lindbergh case. 

18. Off the coast of South America. 

19. A crude musical instrument. 

20. Great Britain. 

21. Venus. 

22. A French philosopher and writer. 

23. A series of railroad signals on a bridge-like structure. 

24. Pull down. 

oho OR. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 6 


. In the Atlantic, just west of Africa. 

. Nathan Hale. 

. Graphite. . 
. A kind of ancient writing with wedge shaped characters. 
A swan. 

. Shakespeare. 

In the Pacific Ocean. 

. Concave. 

. No. It is on the Atlantic Ocean. 


© OI ATP oo nw » 
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10. 
Dt. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 


17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 


No. 

180. 

Gounod. 

Canberra. 

One. 

No. 

A book kept by the police in which entries of happen- 
ings are made. 

A kind of dress. 

The Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco. 

The Steinway piano. 

In the extreme eastern part of Siberia, north of Japan. 

A loose garment worn by the citizens of ancient Rome. 

In California. 

Soldiers in the British-Indian army. 

Brutus. 

David Copperfield. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 7 


1. No. 


DH Or 


oOo ~T 


© 


11. 
12. 


. An official decree or proclamation. 
. A landing where the two wheels and the skid of the 


plane all touch the ground together. 


. Pierre Van Paassen. 
. The Brahmaputra. 
. A meteorite is a stony metallic body that has fallen to 


the Earth from outer space. A meteor is a luminous 
celestial body such as a shooting star. 


. In the bottom of the Ocean. 

. In the same place. 

. He constructed the Erie Canal. 

. A receipt for articles delivered in shipment. 


Yes. 
Multiply the square of the radius by 3.1416. 
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13. Jefferson. 

14. Rock salt. 

15. Stephen Foster. 

16. James M. Cox. 

£7. Yes. 

18. A famous bandit of the old West. 
19. One who trespasses in hunting game. 
20. North of Arabia. 

21. A marine animal. 

22. Sir Arthur Sullivan 

23. A sleep walker. 

24. Come Quick Danger. 

25. Sinclair Lewis. 


GENERAL QUIZ NO. 8 


. A French soldier. 

. A charge upon real or personal property. 
. A parabola. 

. A liter. 

. Eight hours. 

24. 

. Loss and deficit. 

. Change of air pressure. 

. Macduff. 

2l,” es Pte x 8”. 

. Pertaining to an uncle. 

. A jacket. 

. Four. 

. Polonius. 

. Walt. Disney. 

. In the leg. 

- 4’ X 8A". 

. Steel contains the element carbon. 
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19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 


oo <I 


© 


13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
29. 
20. 
21. 


Mm or HB oo Ww 
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William Randolph Hearst. 

Neither. 

The Napierian Base of logarithms or 2.71828. 

Seven twelfths. 

An instrument for measuring area, used by engineers. 
In Greenland. 

Haveril. 


UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT QUIZ 


. (1) Harding. (2) F. D. Roosevelt. (3) Coolidge. (4) 


F. D. Roosevelt. 
No. 


. I forbid. 

. In the Library of Congress. 

. It does not. 

- (1) James Sherman. (2) Marshall. (3) Coolidge. (4) 


Hendricks and Stevenson. 


. The Government Printing Office. 

. General Pershing on his arrival in France in 1917. 
. $75,000 per year. 

. Department of Justice. 

11. 
12. 


In 1933. 
(1) Hayes and Arthur. (2) Polk and Fillmore. (3) 


Arthur and B. Harrison. (4) Taylor and Pierce. 
70. 
One who won’t give up easily. 
Theodore Roosevelt and Calvin Coolidge. 
Arizona. 
Eleven years. 
Charles E. Hughes. 
Labor day. 
William Henry Harrison. 
It’s according to population of the State. 
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22. William H. Taft. 

23. Two. 

24. William Howard Taft. 

25. The Secretary of State. 

26. Woodrow Wilson. 

27. He is appointed by the President of the U. S. 
28. Andrew Johnson. 

29. New York. 

go. Oratorical activity to take up time and insure delay. 
31. Senator Borah. 

32. Alfred E. Smith. 

33. ‘Thomas. 

34. Herbert Hoover. 

35. 46. 

36. No. 

37- 1933- 

38. Calvin Coolidge. 

39. John Hancock. 

40. Six years. 


GEOGRAPHY QUIZ 
. In Maine. 
. Kentucky, Virginia, North Carolina, Georgia, Alabama, 
Mississippi, Arkansas and Missouri. 


So = 


3. Four: Eastern, Central, Mountain and Pacific. 

4. (1) Turkey. (2) India. (3) South America. (4) China. 

5. Lima. 

6. (1) New Mexico. (2) Nevada. (3) South Dakota. (4) 
South Carolina. (5) Washington. (6) Kansas. 

4. In Indiana. 

8. The large 8 on geographical globes. 

g. Fresh water. 

10. Off the southeast coast of Africa. 

11. Key West, Florida. 


12. 
13. 
14. 


15. 
16. 


17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 


25. 
26. 
27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 
ei. 
32. 
33- 
34- 
35- 
36. 


37: 
. They are the Hawaiian Islands in the Pacific. 
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In Northern Canada near the Alaskan border. 

Tegucigalpa. 

Alabama, Arizona, California, Florida, Georgia, Indiana, 
Iowa, Louisiana, Minnesota, Montana, Nebraska, 
Nevada, N. Carolina, S. Carolina, N. Dakota, S. Dakota, 
Oklahoma, Pennsylvania, Virginia, W. Virginia. 

Quito, Ecuador. 

Argentina, Bolivia, Brazil, Chile, Colombia, Ecuador, 
Br. Guiana, Dutch Guiana, Fr. Guiana, Paraguay, 
Peru, Uruguay, Venezuela. 

Between France and Spain. 

Mount Everest in India. 

Montana. 

Adriatic Sea. 

Buenos Aires. 

In Siam. 

(1) Canberra. (2) Delhi. (3) Ottawa. (4) Nanking. 

The imaginary line marking the most northerly position 
of the Sun. 

Rio de Janeiro, S. A. 

New York and Vermont. 

Rome, Madrid and Lisbon. 

Yes. Ten miles of it. 

Baltic-White Sea canal. 

Istanbul. 

In Germany. 

It flows North. 

Utah, Colorado, Arizona and New Mexico. 

The Caspian Sea. 

In the Malay Archipelago. 

The imaginary line marking the limits of the land of 
the midnight Sun. 

Andorra. 
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23. 
24. 
25. 
26. 
20 
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The Dead Sea. 
. In Venice. 
ART QUIZ 
. Goethe. 
. Samuel F. B. Morse. 
. 1266-1337. 
. Rembrandt van Rijn. 
. In the Louvre in Paris. 
. Pantheon .in Rome; Parthenon in Athens, Colosseum in 
Rome. 
. Raphael. 


. Winslow Homer. 
. An Oriental sacred tower. 
. The relation of the elements of a picture, as light and 


shade, to one another, especially with reference to 
their distribution and interdependency. 


. A. M. Willard. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 


Pictures painted on freshly spread plaster. 

A man and a woman. 

“The Paradise” by Tintoretto. 

The Statue of Liberty. 

Frans Hals. 

Water color. 

Matisse. 

Manet and Monet. 

Leonardo da Vinci. 

Dégas. 

A new form of art depicting manifestations of the sub- 
conscious mind in realistic form. 

Paul Chavos. 

Buonarroti. 

Van Gogh. 

Domenico Ghirlandajo. 

Leonardo da Vinci. 
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28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 


32. 
33- 
34- 


DH Or He Co Ne 


GO ~T 


10. 
11. 
12. 


Giotto. 

A surrealist artist. 

The distribution of lights in a picture. 

Anthony Van Dyck; Peter Paul Rubens; John Singer 
Sargent; Vincent Van Gogh. 

Gainsborough. 

Whistler’s Portrait of his Mother. 

A glazed terra-cotta relief of a baby, usually on a round 
plaque. 


. George Frederick Watts. 

. Rembrandt. 

. Corinthian, Doric, Ionic, Tuscan. 

. The uppermost member of a classical order or columnar 


system. 


. Napoleon. 
. Rosa Bonheur. 


SCIENCE QUIZ 


. Centigrade, Fahrenheit and Absolute. 

. 186,000 miles per second. 

. Jupiter. 

. The strength or intensity varies inversely as the square 


of the distance from the source. 


. They are all electrical units. 
. A star is a Sun. A planet is a non-luminous body which 


shines by reflected light. 


eie* ¥. 
. The amount of mass per unit volume. 
. (1) Sulphuric acid. (2) Table salt. (3) Nitric acid. (4) 


Potassium cyanide. 

1356 pounds. 

Solid carbon dioxide. 

Because the air can press in one hole and the liquid will 
be forced out of the other. 
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13. 


14. 
15. 
16. 


17. 


18. 
. The proof that the square on the hypotenuse of a right 


20. 
21. 


22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 
26. 


4 
28. 
29. 
30. 


31. 


32. 
33- 
34- 
35: 


Glass is a poor conductor of heat. When the inside is hot 
and the outside is cool there is a difference of expansions 
in the glass causing it to crack. 

The dark bands in a spectrum. 

The discovery of the calculus. 

243,000 miles away. 

Water does not support combustion. Carbon dioxide will 
also put out fire. 

‘They are one octave apart. 


triangle is equal to the sum of the squares of the other 
two sides. 

White reflects light and heat better than any other shade 
or color. 

A molecule is the smallest part of a substance that can 
maintain its composition. 

The path of the Sun on the Celestial Sphere. 

The electro-magnet. 

Mercury. 

The North Star. Used to find latitude by navigators. 

A cubic foot of gold. 

There is no atmosphere on the moon and sound must 
have an atmosphere to carry it. 

March 21st. 

A Greek scientist and philosopher. He discovered the 
principle of flotation and buoyancy. 

The distance that light will travel in a year traveling at 
186,000 miles per second. 

The weight times the weight arm equals the power times 
the power arm. 

High. 

The square root of a negative number. 

Action and reaction are equal and opposite. 

It reduces. 
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36. 


37- 
38. 


a9 


40. 


= 


11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 


24. 


OO OI ABO NM 


2.54. 

They were all mathematicians. 

The Curies. 

The part of the spectrum below the red—the heat end of 
invisible light. 

860,000 miles. 


LITERATURE QUIZ 


. “Jest growed.” 

. It is the story of the war at Ilium (Troy). 
. The Merchant of Venice. 

. The King in Hamlet. 


Gone With the Wind. 


. Jim Casy. 
. John Dos Passos. 


Marc Antony. 


. Charles Perrault. 
. The series was first published anonymously and it took 


its name from the first novel: Waverley. 
A story of adventure about rascals and rogues. 
Marjorie Rawlings. 
Becky Sharp. 
Off the Coast of Chile—in the Pacific Ocean. 
Come and Get It. 
No. 
Bellamy Partridge. 
Edgar Allan Poe. 
It Can’t Happen Here. 
Walt Whitman. 
He was married. 
Carmen. 
That seven maids with seven mops could get the beach 
clear if they swept it for half a year. 
Stephen Vincent Benét. 
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. Milton’s Sonnet on His Blindness. 

- Rudyard Kipling. 

. He lured all the children away from Hamelin town. 
. Sholem Asch. 

. Samuel Johnson. 

. Joseph Conrad. 

. Darling. 

. Feodor Dostoyefsky. 

. Of Human Bondage. 

. (1) Scotch. (2) Norwegian. (3) American. (4) French. 
. East and West. 

. She spanked them and sent them to bed. 

. Ivanhoe by Sir Walter Scott. 

. Somerset Maugham. 

. Under a spreading chestnut tree. 

. Queen Victoria. 


MUSIC QUIZ 


. They are all pianists. 

. Josef Haydn. 

. The Eroica Symphony (number 3). 

. Swedish. 

. (1) Verdi. (2) Wagner. (3) Mozart. (4) Bizet. 
. They are all Gilbert and Sullivan Operas. 


One. 


. Die Walkure by Richard Wagner. 

. An ornamental note introduced as an embellishment. 
. Frederic Chopin. 

. Schubert. 

. Frederic Chopin. 

. A scale proceeding by semi tones. 

. Johann Sebastian Bach. 

. The first violinist. 

. Wagner. 
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17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 


22. 
23. 


24. 
25. 


26. 
29: 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31. 
32. 
33- 
34- 
35- 
. Josef Hofmann. 
37- 
38. 
39- 
40. 


The Ninth Symphony. 

(1) Mozart. (2) Haydn. (3) Beethoven. (4) Schumann. 

Aida 

Frederic Chopin. 

(1) Fantasy Impromptu (Chopin). (2) The Appassio- 
nata Sonata (Beethoven). (3) Sonata in C major 
(Mozart) . 

(1) Johannes Brahms. (2) Piotr Tchaikowsky. (3) Wolf- 
gang Mozart. (4) Johann Bach. 

An embellishment prepared or improvised for a solo 
voice or instrument. 

The daughters of Wotan. 

(1) The Mikado. (2) Princess Ida. (3) The Pirates of 
Penzance. (4) Iolanthe. (5) Pinafore. (6) The Yeo- 
man of the Guard. 

They Shall Have Music. Jascha Heifetz. 

Madame Butterfly. Tosca. The Girl of the Golden West. 

Rimsky-Korsakoff. 

Three. 

Edvard Grieg. 

The leading female singer. 

The Symphony in D Minor. 

George Gershwin. 

Puccini. 

Robin Hood by R. De Koven. 


Great technical skill. 

It is part of a sonata. 

The Triangle. 

Jascha Heifetz. Toscha Seidl. Mischa Elman. 


THE MURDERED CARD PLAYER 


The first statement makes it plain that Robert’s brother is 


the murderer, and Robert then is innocent. 
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Ralph cannot be Robert’s brother because he has met 
Robert’s father only once. Therefore Ralph is not guilty. 

Ronald, the host, since he is about to give evidence against 
the murderer, cannot be the murderer. 

Therefore, Rudolph must be the murderer. 

Since the host, Ronald, is about to give evidence, he must 
still be alive; and Rudolph, the murderer, obviously cannot 
be the victim. 

This leaves as the murdered man either Robert or Ralph. 

Since Ralph is a cripple and since Rudolph has known 
Ronald for only five days, they are the men with whom 
Ronald did not customarily bowl; so one of them must have 
eaten with the murdered man on the night previous to the 
murder. Rudolph was in jail and so it was not he. Then 
Ralph must have eaten with the victim. 

Ralph then is not the victim, and since Rudolph and Ron- 
ald have both been previously eliminated, Robert is ob- 
viously the murdered man. 

Then Rudolph murdered Robert. 


THE STOLEN ANTIQUE 


Statement 5 says that Mr. Brown won money at cards; 
therefore, from statement 1, we know that Mrs. Brown was 
not the thief. 

Since Mrs. Brown played cards (statement 5), the other 
female guest referred to in statement 3 must have been Mrs. 
White. 

Since Mrs. Black and Mrs. White did not play cards (state- 
ment 3), their husbands, Mr. Black and Mr. White, could 
not have been the thief (statement 1). 

If Mr. Brown had paralysis of the hands and arms (state- 
ment 2), he could not have played golf with Mr. Black 
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(statement 6); therefore, Mr. Brown could not have been 
the thief. 

This eliminates all but Mrs. Black and Mrs. White. 

Since Mr. Black had not met Mrs. White before (state- 
ment 4), Mrs. White could not have been the one with 
whom Mr. Black had played golf that day (statement 6) ; 
therefore, Mrs. White could not have been the thief; and, 
by elimination, Mrs. Black must have been. 


CHESS TOURNAMENT DILEMMA 


We immediately observe that the runner-up (No. 2) had 
been a cripple since youth. Then neither of the athletic 
Smith twins could possibly have been No. 2. It is apparent, 
then, that either Reynolds or Fellows finished second. 

Reynolds defeated Fellows. It is impossible, then that Fel- 
lows could have finished above No. 2. But the runner-up was 
not married, and Fellows was married; consequently, Fellows 
could not have been the runner-up and must have finished 
No. 3 or No. 4. Bearing in mind that No. 2 position had to 
go to either Reynolds or Fellows and discovering that it 
could not have gone to Fellows, we are able definitely to 
locate Reynolds as No. 2. 

Fellows we have discovered finished in either No. 3 or 
No. 4 position. If we assume that he was No. 4, then the 
Smith twins must have been No. 1 and No. 3; but this is 
obviously impossible because the man who finished No. 3 
had never previously met the winner. Our assumption, then, 
can not be correct, and Fellows had to finish in No. 3 posi- 
tion. 

Now we know that Reynolds was No. 2 and that Fellows 
was No. 3. The winner must have been one of the Smiths, 
and he must have been the one who had never previously met 
Fellows. P. F. Smith had been an usher at Fellows’ wedding. 
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Therefore, the winner must have been C. J. Smith. P. F. 
Smith could have finished only in No. 4 position. 

Winner—C. J. Smith. 

Runner-up—Reynolds. 

Third—Fellows. 

Fourth—P. F. Smith. 


THE ARTISANS 


From statement 6, we know that John must have been the 
painter. 

Jack could not have been the gardener. (statement 5) 

John could not have been the gardener. (statement 2); 
therefore, Joe must have been the gardener. 

Jack must have been the musician. (statement 2) 

Thus far we know the following facts: 

John was the painter. 
Joe was the gardener. 
Jack was the musician. 

The chauffeur was not John, the painter. (statement 4) 

The chauffeur was not Jack, the musician. (statement 1) ; 
therefore, the chauffeur was Joe. 

The bootlegger was not John, the painter (statement 3) ; 
the bootlegger was not Joe, since Joe was the gardener and 
the chauffeur (above) ; therefore, the bootlegger must have 
been Jack. 

By elimination, the barber must have been John. 

Thus we have: 


barber 
sen painter 

musician 
aes bootlegger 
es chauffeur 


gardener 
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THE THREE SONS 


Brown, Jr., could not have been the politician (state- 
ment 2). 

Since Smith, Sr., because of being a paralytic, could not 
have played golf (statement 4), and since the politician’s 
father played golf (statement 3), Smith, Jr., could not have 
been the politician. 

If neither Brown, Jr., nor Smith, Jr., was the politician, 
Jones, Jr., must have been he. 

Statement 1 tells us that the lawyer frequently played ten- 
nis with his father. Because Smith, Sr., could not have played 
‘tennis (statement 4), Smith, Jr., could not have been the 
lawyer. We have previously discovered that he was not the 
politician. He must, then, have been the banker. 

Since Jones, Jr., was the politician and Smith, Jr., was the 
banker, Brown, Jr., must have been the lawyer. 


WHERE DID THE DOLLAR GO? 


The clerk gave back $5 and kept $25. The boy gave each 
man $1 and kept $2. Each man paid $9, less $2 to the boy 
makes the $25. 


WHO KILLED FOWLER? 


Donnovan is guilty. 

Curley must be innocent since two of his statements say 
he is innocent. Then Slim is either guilty or innocent. 

Slim is innocent by his two last statements hence ‘Shim is 
the guilty man” is Curley’s only false statement and ‘“‘the Rat 
knows a lot about it” must be true. 

But the Rat is also innocent since his two first statements 
both say he is. 
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Joe is innocent for the same reason so Donnovan MUST 
be the guilty man. His only false statement is “I am entirely 
innocent.” 

THE HORSE RACE 


Mr. Smith’s horse could not have won, because the horse 
that won was black. 

Mr. Bailey’s horse did not win. 

Therefore, Mr. Lewis’s horse must have won. 

Tally-ho could not have won, and so could not have been 
Mr. Lewis’s horse, because he broke his ankle at the start; 
and Sonny Boy could not have been Mr. Lewis’s horse be- 
cause he had previously run. 

Therefore, Juanita must have been Mr. Lewis’s horse, the 
winner. 


VERSE 
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